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Summary 


"Do you think this is the end of the world?" 


The question came out of nowhere, breaking the silence the two had been in since they 
climbed into Wilbur's car. Tommy's voice was soft, no brashness, no laughter hiding behind 
his words. He was tired. Wilbur was too. 


"It might be," Wilbur admitted, voice just as soft. "Certainly seems biblical enough." 


There have always been a few constants in Wilbur Soot's life. The fact that his father can't 
make bacon without burning it, the squeaky floorboard right outside his bedroom door that 
he's never been able to keep from stepping on, and the ever watchful Eye. 


The Eye has sat in the sky for as long as Wilbur can remember. No one else can see the Eye, 
so he learned to stop talking about it long ago. He didn't need everyone in town thinking he 
was crazy for seeing a giant Eye in the sky. 


Until one day, a teenager with a loud mouth moves to town. And with the way he keeps 
looking up at the sky, Wilbur starts to wonder if maybe, just maybe, he can see it too. 


Notes 


hi everyone i've finally gotten around to reposting this! 


so if you're encountering this fic for the first time, congrats! hope you enjoy! but some 
explanation for why I'm reposting it: basically, I wanted to enter a magazine submission 
contest that was looking for weird sci fi type novella length stuff. I really love this story, so I 
edited it to be original and submitted it, but I had to delete this first as I couldn't have the 
story published anywhere to submit it. long story short, my submission got rejected, so I can 
put this back up! 


anyway, there's your explanation. now enjoy a novella length cosmic horror story with 
crimeboys :) 


TWs: talks of the apocalypse, some minor body horror 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Churches were supposed to be houses for God, but Wilbur didn’t see any signs of God in the 
old church that sat on the edge of town. 


The church was a rotted, pathetic impression of what it once was. Once it had been painted 
pure white, with a proud steeple at the front, and colorful stained glass that lit up the entire 
inside with shades of pink and blue. Now the white paint had peeled, and the stained glass 
windows had been shattered long ago. Termites had eaten through a lot of the wood, and the 
entire building would creak sometimes if Wilbur leaned against the wall a bit too much. 


Despite its dilapidated state though, it was still Wilbur’s favorite place to spend his free time. 


Hot, summer air flowed in through the open windows that hadn’t held glass for nearly two 
decades. Wilbur was settled against the pulpit, guitar nestled on his lap as he watched dust 
swirl in the sunlight that lit up long slits against the floor. 


The dust would always swirl and swirl and swirl. Even if Wilbur sat completely still, the dust 
was always moving. When he was younger, he used to call it dancing. The dust would dance 
to no music, and as a child Wilbur would find himself singing to the dust that shimmered like 
glitter in the sun, so that it had something to dance to. 


Past the dust, Wilbur’s gaze focused on the rows of pews that hadn’t been sat on in ages. 
Thick layers of dust had settled over these as well, along with the occasional dead leaf or the 
corpse of a small animal that had decided the abandoned building was a good place to die. 


Then, despite his best efforts to focus on the church itself, he found his gaze being drawn up 
like it always was. It was like there was a magnet pulling his eyes to the sky, having to check 
every few minutes to make sure that It was still there. As if one day, Wilbur was going to 
look up and It was just going to be gone. Like Wilbur hadn’t seen It every single day of his 
life since he first moved to this town when he was seven. 


The church roof was mostly intact, save for a single spot above the pulpit where the planks 
had given way. Wilbur wasn’t sure how it happened, but he imagined some animal was 
probably crawling along the top, and its weight just became too much for the rotted wood. 


Now there was a small hole in the ceiling. It was only a few feet across, and it gave Wilbur a 
perfect view of the painfully blue summer sky. 


Except, like always, the blue sky was distorted by something else. 


Letting his gaze be dragged upwards, Wilbur met It’s gaze again. Whenever he had tried to 
describe it as a child, the closest thing he could think of was that it looked like a giant eye. 
Except that wasn’t exactly right. While it was an eye, there was no pupil or iris that came 
with it. Instead, there was the normal white part of an eye, and in the center there was just a 
black ‘X’ marking across it. 


It was always there. Every time Wilbur looked up, his gaze would flicker to the Eye. 
Something inside of him would stop, like an animal being given the choice of fight, flight, or 


freeze. Except Wilbur never had any other option besides freeze. 


He would stare at the Eye, and the Eye would stare back. Seconds would tick on in his head 
in time with his heartbeat, a rhythmic /, 2, 3-. 


And then, Wilbur would pull his head back down, and he would go back to whatever he was 
doing. The Eye, of course, would still be watching him even if he wasn’t watching It. It was a 
feeling Wilbur had never been able to get used to. 


Prickling on the back of his neck. The weight of It’s gaze boring into his skull like it was 
trying to carve a space for Itself in Wilbur’s head. The sensation used to drive Wilbur nuts 
whenever he was standing under an open sky. He’d long since learned to tolerate it. 


Letting his gaze fall back to the dust swirling in the sunlight, Wilbur adjusted his guitar in his 
lap, and checked to make sure his tuning was still in place. After doing a few test strums, he 
picked up playing the tune he’d been working on earlier that day. 


”I thought I couldnt love anymore, ” he sang quietly to the walls, listening as his voice 
bounced off the arched ceiling. ” Turns out I can t, but not for the same reasons as before.’ 


I 


This was the kind of song he couldn’t sing anywhere but here. In a place where he knew no 
one would be able to overhear him. If Phil heard him singing this, he would definitely be 
concerned. 


Maybe he should be concerned- 


Wilbur cut that thought off before it could fully form. He was fine. Fine. Sure, every single 
day felt like the same mind-numbing, day in and day out routine that was sure to drive him 
crazy eventually, but he wasn’t there yet. 


For now, he had the church. He had the church, he had his music, and he had the Eye. 
Mid-strum, Wilbur heard a door creak open, and he cut off the music immediately. 


Looking down the aisle and to the center doors of the church, Wilbur saw a boy. He seemed 
to be in his late teens, with loose curls the color of wheat ready to harvest, and bright blue 
eyes that were flickering around the church as if he was trying to memorize every last detail 
about the place. Now, it wasn’t unheard of for kids to come here to explore. It used to be a 
popular spot for high schoolers to smoke cigarettes and pass around whiskey stolen from 
their parents' liquor cabinets. But over the past few years, the rotting wood and dead animal 
stench had driven off most teenagers, which allowed Wilbur to lay his claim over it. 


But either way, seeing a teenager here wasn’t that surprising. What was surprising though 
was that Wilbur had never seen this kid before in his life. 


This town was small. Like, Wilbur only had fifty people in his entire senior class, kind of 
small. He knew everyone there was to know, and if somehow he didn’t know someone’s 
name, he certainly would’ve known their face. 


He didn’t know this teenager though. 


“Who are you?” Wilbur called out. 


The boy jumped, as if he hadn’t noticed Wilbur despite the fact that he was sitting right 
underneath the pulpit. His bright eyes darted over to him, skimming over his face before 
dropping to his guitar. 


“Are you the guy who was singing?” The boy asked instead of answering his question. 
Shit. 


Fighting down the red threatening to creep up his face at his sad music having been 
overheard, Wilbur forced himself to nod. “Yeah, I come here to practice my music.” 


Surprisingly, the boy’s eyes lit up at this. A small smile spread over his face as he took a few 
steps up the aisle, as if he wanted to come up to Wilbur but wasn’t sure if he was allowed to. 
“T was just walking around outside when I heard music coming from here. Thought I was 
going fuckin’ crazy, but I guess it’s good to know I’m not.” 


Wilbur shrugged. “You’re not. That was me. Now, are you gonna answer my question?” 


The boy frowned as if he’d forgotten Wilbur had asked him something. Wilbur opened his 
mouth to repeat it, but the boy spoke up before he could. 


“Oh yeah! I’m Tommy,” the boy said, taking another step forward as his grin grew. 
Wilbur narrowed his eyes. “Why don’t I know you?” 

“Just moved here a few days ago, big man,” Tommy explained. 

Ah. Finally, an explanation. 


“Pretty shit place to move,” Wilbur commented, resting his guitar on his lap. “Your parents 
wanted to try and become farmers or something?” 


Tommy screwed his face up at this and shook his head. “Not my parents. Just got placed with 
a new foster family.” 


Now that was unexpected. Wilbur hadn’t even known there were any registered fosters in this 
town. 


“How are you liking this place so far?” Wilbur asked, knowing better than to ask Tommy any 
details about why he was in foster care. 


Tommy snorted. “You summed it up already, it’s pretty shit.” 


Huffing out a bitter laugh, Wilbur shrugged again as he dug into his pocket for a cigarette. 
Tommy watched with wide eyes as Wilbur lit it, not saying anything as he took a drag and let 
the grey smoke curl from his lips. 


There was an itching in the back of his mind. Urging him to look up at the Eye again. But 
since he was in the middle of a conversation, he didn’t want to meet It’s gaze again. Not so 
soon, at least. 


So he fought the urge, instead keeping his focus on Tommy. 


“What are you doing here then?” Wilbur asked, sighing in relief as the bitter smoke coated 
his tongue. 


“I was bored so I was just walking around, trying to explore and shit. Then I heard you 
singing so I wanted to come check it out,” Tommy told him, watching the smoke as it curled 
up towards the ceiling. 


This was the part where Wilbur was supposed to tell Tommy to leave. The church was his 
private spot, and he didn’t like random kids hanging around when he was trying to get some 
practice in. He was clearly a few years older than Tommy, so he had seniority here. He 
doubted the kid would argue that much. 


But... a strange part of Wilbur didn’t want to tell him to leave. Even though he didn’t like 
practicing in front of others, Tommy didn’t seem to be judging him for the bit of his song 
he’d already heard. Plus, it got too quiet sometimes in the church. He supposed the Eye 
counted as company, but it wasn’t welcome company. 


With other people around, he found it a bit easier to ignore It. The prickling on the back of 
his neck didn’t go away, but Tommy could be a distraction from it. At least for a bit. 


“My name’s Wilbur,” he offered, holding out the hand that didn’t have the cigarette for 
Tommy to shake. 


Tommy immediately rushed forward to take the hand, and Wilbur felt a ridge of scar tissue 
against his palm where their hands touched. Once Tommy dropped his hand, his eyes once 
again drifted to the cigarette, and Wilbur waited for the question he had a feeling was 
coming. 


“Can I bum one of those off you?” Tommy asked, something a little too hopeful glittering in 
his eyes. 


Wilbur snorted as he shook his head. “No way. I’m not giving a teenager a nicotine 
addiction.” 


Tommy pouted at this, sitting himself down on the steps right next to Wilbur. “I’m seventeen, 
man. It’s only gonna be a few months before I can buy them myself.” 


“Then you can wait,” Wilbur told him with a smirk, and Tommy rolled his eyes. “Have you 
even smoked before?” 


His question was answered with a deep frown. “Yeah, ‘course I have.” 


Wilbur met Tommy’s bright eyes, raising one eyebrow in silent doubt. 


After a few seconds, Tommy sighed. 
“Okay, I’ve only smoked a cigarette once,” he admitted, shoulders slumping. 


“Once is enough. Trust me, you don’t want to get reliant on these things,” Wilbur said, 
finishing the cigarette with an extra long drag before he let it fall to the ground, quickly 
stomping it out with his boot. 


There was probably something sacrilegious about stomping out a cigarette at the base of a 
pulpit. Not that Wilbur cared. 


“I stole it,” Tommy then said, bringing his knees up to his chest. “The cigarette, I mean. I 
stole it from my old foster mom’s purse.” 


He paused then, and Wilbur waited, sensing he had more to say. 


“T stole the whole pack she had, actually,” Tommy continued after a few beats. “She was 
always smoking them in the car whenever she’d pick me up from school. Fuckin’ hated the 
smell, so I took the pack, grabbed one out for myself, and threw the rest in a lake.” 


Setting his guitar to the side, Wilbur leaned back fully against the pulpit. “What is this, 
confession time?” 


Tommy chuckled at this. “I mean, we’re in a church.” 
“Does that make me the priest?” Wilbur asked, still smirking. 
“T guess it does, big man,” Tommy said, leaning back on his hands. 


Wilbur watched as Tommy then tilted his head up so he was staring directly at the hole in the 
ceiling that the Eye was watching them through. Even though Wilbur had the urge to look up 
as well, he instead kept his gaze focused on Tommy. 


It was strange. For the most fleeting of seconds, when Tommy looked up, Wilbur could’ve 
sworn he saw him stiffen. His jaw clenched, and his fingers started tapping against the wood 
in some disjointed tune. 


In those few brief seconds, Wilbur wondered if Tommy could see It. If he was meeting the 
gaze of the Eye and finding himself frozen, just like Wilbur had done thousands of times 
over. 


But that was impossible. Ever since Wilbur was little, whenever he pointed out the Eye to 
others, he was always met with confusion or outright concern. Phil had always reassured him 
there was no Eye, and the more Wilbur pushed it, the more worried it made his father. 


No one could see the Eye. Wilbur had eventually learned not to bring it up, because if he kept 
pushing it, he probably would’ve ended up in a mental hospital or something. Sometimes 
Wilbur wondered if he belonged there, because ‘normal’ people weren’t supposed to see 
giant eyes in the sky. 


But self-preservation always won out in the end, so Wilbur had stopped asking others if they 
could see the Eye long ago. It was just a facet of his existence at this point. His name was 
Wilbur Soot, he had a father and an older brother, he liked to play music, and he was the only 
person in his town who could see the Eye. 


After a few seconds of silence, Tommy’s eyes fell back down from the sky. It meant nothing. 


That’s what he had to tell himself. Because it wasn’t like Wilbur could ask if Tommy was 
seeing a giant Eye in the sky. Gossip spread around this town like wildfire, and if it got out 
that Wilbur was repeating the same strange things he’d said as a young child, it wouldn’t 
bode well for him. 


“Can I hear more of that song you were singing?” Tommy asked, startling Wilbur out of his 
thoughts. 


Wilbur blinked. “Why?” 
“Because I liked it,” Tommy said, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. 
Oh. 


It wasn’t like this was the first time someone had complimented his music, but usually the 
compliments were coming from Phil or Techno. And even then, they didn’t get to hear this 
side of his music. He only played them the funny songs. The ones that made fun of ‘nice 
guys’ and were more meant as satire than anything else. 


When he was younger, he used to play some of his more serious music at the park where 
other people could hear it. Most of the comments he got on his music there was that he 
needed to lighten up, or that no one wanted to listen to sad stuff like that. Hence why the 
church had become the only venue for his performances. 


But this random boy said he liked his music. And not just in the polite way where you don’t 
want to be rude so you compliment it, but in the way where he was going out of his way to 
ask to hear more. 


Wilbur found himself picking up his guitar and settling it back into his lap. 
“Okay,” he said, making sure the guitar was still tuned properly. 
And then, he started to play. 


They spent the next few hours like that. Wilbur would play, and Tommy would give his 
thoughts on each song. The kid had surprisingly insightful commentary on his music, and it 
didn’t take long for Wilbur to pull out his notebook so he could bounce lyric ideas off of him. 


Every once in a while, one of them would look up through the hole in the ceiling. Wilbur met 
the Eye’s gaze a few more times, and Tommy never commented on it. Wilbur ignored the 
nagging in his head begging him to ask. 


Soon, the azure blue was fading to a softer shade of peach. Tommy said this was his cue to 
get home, and Wilbur knew he should head back too. With Techno away at college, that 
meant Wilbur was the only one in the house Phil could direct his parental worry on, despite 
the fact that Wilbur was twenty-two and really didn’t need his dad to be worrying about him 
so much. 


Something ached in Wilbur’s chest as he and Tommy left the church together, heading 
opposite ways back to their respective houses. It was a bit pathetic that Wilbur found himself 
wanting to hang out with a teenager, but talking to Tommy was strangely... easy. Easy in a 
way social interaction hadn’t been in a very long time for him. 


It wasn’t that Wilbur was socially awkward. In fact, Wilbur would say he was known for 
being charming in a way most people weren’t. He knew how to pick and choose his words to 
get just the response he wanted out of people. Flattery, persuasion, making people like him— 
it was like a game for him almost. A game he’d been given the cheat codes for without ever 
asking for them. 


But it was something he had to think about. He was always aware of how he came off to 
others. He consciously thought of what mask he wanted to wear in front of the different 
people he knew. The polite cashier at work, the eager to learn student back when he was in 
school, and even though he was the most himself with his family, he still found himself 
occasionally slipping into the role of dutiful son when he was around his father. 


Wilbur didn’t want to switch between these masks. It was just that he genuinely didn’t know 
how to just be... well, Wilbur. 


When he was leaving the church that evening though, Wilbur realized he hadn’t once thought 
about what mask to wear in front of Tommy. And Tommy had liked him without any kind of 
mask, without any kind of effort on his part to make himself likeable. 


He wanted that again. He wanted that ease, that thoughtlessness that was so rare to find when 
he spoke to others. 


They hadn’t made any plans to hang out again. But it was a small town, so Wilbur had a 
feeling he’d be seeing Tommy again soon. 


x) 
Sure enough, a few days later, Wilbur and Tommy crossed paths once again. 


It was another day he didn’t have work. Hot summer air hung heavily in the air, wrapping 
around him like a blanket and forcing him to wear a short sleeve t-shirt even though the vast 
majority of his closet was just different sweaters and jackets. Sweat dripped down the back of 
his neck as he trekked down to the church, his guitar case hanging off his back as he mentally 
ran through the song he’d been writing ideas for the night before. 


The steeple of the church stretched high into the sky, almost like a finger that was trying to 
reach for the Eye. Wilbur eyed the paint chips that flaked off the spire, not bothering to fight 
it when his gaze was drawn to It again. 


They stared at one another for a few moments. Then, Wilbur’s limbs thawed, and he made his 
way inside the building. 


It only took one sweep of the room for Wilbur to spot Tommy sitting against the pulpit in the 
same position Wilbur had been in the other day. His neck was craned up, head tilted to the 
hole in the ceiling. Dust swirled in the air above his face, and Wilbur wondered if Tommy 
thought of it like dancing as well. 


Wilbur waited for Tommy to look away from the sky before making his presence known. As 
soon as Tommy dropped his head, Wilbur cleared his throat, and Tommy’s eyes darted over 
to meet Wilbur’s on the opposite end of the aisle. 


“You weren’t here yesterday,” Tommy said, frowning at him. 


“I had work,” Wilbur explained, heading down the aisle to sit next to Tommy. He took the 
guitar case off his shoulder and set it down beside him, bringing a hand up to fan himself for 
a moment. “Did you come here waiting to see me?” 


Dropping his eyes to the ground, Tommy didn’t respond. But Wilbur could see red creeping 
up his neck, and figured that was answer enough. 


“Sorry, that was stupid,” Tommy muttered after a few moments. “I just- I was bored and liked 
talking about music with you but-” 


“No, it’s okay,” Wilbur quickly reassured him, noticing the strange warmth that spread in his 
chest knowing that Tommy had wanted to see him again. “Sorry, I would’ve told you I had 
work if I'd known you wanted to hang out.” 


“I mean, we don’t have to hang out. You’re just, like, the first person I’ve actually had fun 
talking to since I moved here,” Tommy admitted, wringing his hands in his lap. 


“No, I liked hanging out with you too,” Wilbur reassured, nudging Tommy’s shoulder with 
his own. “I just figured a teenager wouldn’t wanna hang out with some lame guy in his 
twenties that spends his free time in an old church.” 


“Ew, you’re old,” Tommy said, scrunching up his nose. 
Wilbur let out a gasp in faux offense. “I’m not old!” 


“You’re so fucking old, man. You should be in a retirement home,” Tommy teased him, 
giving him a shit-eating grin. 


“Oh fuck off, child,” Wilbur scoffed, elbowing him in the side. “You can’t even go legally 
buy cigarettes.” 


“Taking out your elderly rage on the youth I see. A little pathetic if you ask me,” Tommy shot 
back. 


Rolling his eyes, Wilbur slumped back against the pulpit again. “Enough calling me old. 
What do you think of the town since you’ve been here a few more days?” 


Tommy shrugged. “Still boring as hell. I like the cows though.” 
Wilbur grinned. “You like cows?” 


“They’re my favorite animal!” Tommy answered with a bright smile. “They’re just- they’re 
so fucking cute, y’ know? They got those big, sweet eyes and they like to be pet. They're like 
dogs but bigger and better.” 


“They also stink,” Wilbur pointed out. 


“You're just weak,” Tommy said, huffing a bit. “I’d gladly deal with the stink if I could have 
a cow.” 


It was kind of adorable to see Tommy rant so passionately about cows. Wilbur had never 
thought much about the cows he passed by every day as they grazed in their fields. They 
were just a part of the landscape, same as the rows and rows of golden wheat fields and the 
flat blue line of the sky that met the pale green horizon. 


But Tommy clearly loved cows. It was a reminder of how new he was to this place. No one 
got excited over something as simple as cows, but Tommy did because he hadn’t been around 
them his whole life. Wilbur had to admit, his excitement was contagious. 


“C’mon,” Wilbur said, pushing to his feet and swinging his guitar case back on his shoulder. 
“Where are we going?” Tommy asked, furrowing his brows as he stood up next to Wilbur. 


“We’re gonna go get food, and then we’re gonna go watch the cows,” Wilbur told him, 
already heading out of the church and trusting Tommy was following. 


The soft rhythm of Tommy’s footsteps behind him picked up pace until Tommy was walking 
right beside him. “Really?” 


Wilbur grinned again at Tommy’s unfiltered joy. “You bet we are.” 


They left the church behind, hot wind blowing across the plains hard enough to ruffle 
Wilbur’s hair. Their shoes crunched against the dry green-yellow grass, and Wilbur found his 
eyes drawn upward again. He stopped walking only a few steps outside the church, freezing 
in place as he met the ‘X’ and waited for the icy rush to fade from his veins. 


After nearly ten seconds, Wilbur was able to break eye contact once again. He resumed 
walking, and Tommy did the same. He waited for Tommy to ask. To question why Wilbur 
had just randomly stopped to stare at a cloudless sky. 


But he didn’t. Wilbur wasn’t sure what that implied. 


They walked along the side of the main road, the sun beating down on their heads and 
making Wilbur wish he’d brought his car. He watched the horizon, eyes flickering over the 
squiggly heat lines that danced over the asphalt, and silently bemoaned his stubborn refusal 
to ever wear shorts. 


It didn’t take long for them to reach the Jiffy Trip that sat right next to the sign welcoming 
cars into their towns borders. As soon as they stepped through the glass door, Wilbur almost 
cried in relief when cold air conditioning washed over him like a bucket of ice water. 


The door chimed with their entry. Behind the counter, the cashier leaning against the counter 
glanced up. 


“Oh, hey Wilbur,” Sapnap greeted, giving him a small wave. “What are you up to?” 


“Hey Sapnap,” Wilbur waved back. “Nothing much. It’s just as hot as balls out so I wanted to 
get something to drink.” 


“Help yourself,” Sapnap said, gesturing to the refrigerated shelves in the back. 


Giving him a thumbs up, Wilbur led Tommy to the back of the store. His eyes skimmed the 
white shelves behind the glass doors, trying to figure out what sounded the most refreshing at 
the moment. 


“What do you want?” Wilbur asked Tommy, pointing at the shelves. 
Tommy blinked. “Um, I don’t have any money on me.” 
Wilbur snorted. “Don’t worry about that. I work here.” 


There was a beat as Tommy considered that, looking like he was tempted to make fun of 
Wilbur for his lame ass job. Wilbur didn’t blame him. It was a pretty shit job to have. 


But Tommy seemingly decided against teasing Wilbur when he was going to give him snacks 
for free, because he just nodded and grabbed a bottle of coca cola out of the refrigerator. 
Wilbur bit back a comment about how soda was really unhealthy, and instead just grabbed 
himself a bottle of iced tea. 


Walking through shelves piled high with different chip brands, Wilbur grabbed himself some 
standard potato chips while Tommy ran to the candy aisle to grab a chocolate bar. Then, once 
they had their food, they went back to the counter. 


Sapnap rang them up, looking over Tommy with narrowed eyes. “Do I know you?” 
“Probably not,” Tommy shook his head. “Just moved here.” 


“And Wilbur was the first friend you made?” Sapnap asked, raising his eyebrows as he 
glanced between both of them. 


While Wilbur wasn’t sure if he could count as a real friend of Tommy’s yet, Tommy nodded 
without any hesitation. “Yup!” 


Sapnap snorted. “Sorry to hear that.” 


“Excuse me!” Wilbur scoffed. “I’m never covering your shift again, prick.” 


Rolling his eyes at the threat, Sapnap slid the snacks back over to them as he input the code 
for Wilbur’s employee discount. “Nah, you still owe me for not telling Techno about the 
Sally incident.” 


Flushing bright red at the mention of Sally, Wilbur flipped Sapnap off as he handed him his 
card. “That was years ago.” 


“So you want me to tell Techno about it next time he’s in town?” Sapnap asked, smiling 
innocently at him. 


Wilbur only glared at Sapnap in response, and Sapnap laughed. 


“That’s what I thought,” he said with a grin, handing Wilbur back his card. “When is Techno 
gonna be around again anyway?” 


“Not till Christmas probably,” Wilbur shrugged, sliding his card back into his wallet. He 
grabbed his drink and chips, while Tommy took that as his cue to grab his own haul. 
“Anyway, we’re gonna head out. See you later, man.” 


Sapnap waved them out, and Wilbur winced when they re-entered the oven outside the Jiffy 
Trip doors. 


There were dozens of dirt roads that splintered off from the main road that ran through town. 
Each of these dirt roads were formed around the patchwork grid of flat farmland that made up 
most of the state. Wilbur turned down the first one after the Jiffy Trip, knowing exactly where 
he was going to take Tommy. 


They passed by a small farmhouse, sagging like it had been squashed down by a giant’s hand. 
A few trucks drove by, tires kicking up dirt and coating their faces with dust. Wilbur’s shirt 
clung uncomfortably to his frame because of how much he was sweating, and Tommy didn’t 
seem to be faring much better. At least Wilbur’s shirt was dark so you couldn’t see the sweat. 
Tommy wasn’t as lucky with his white shirt. 


Thankfully, it didn’t take long for them to reach the cow pasture. Tommy gasped when he 
caught sight of the brown cows clustered in the grassy field, scrambling to try and climb over 
the fence with his coke bottle still in hand. 


Wilbur climbed up next to him, resting on the top of the fence and taking a sip of his iced tea. 
He watched as Tommy hopped off the fence and into the pasture, kicking up a bunch of dirt 
behind him as he ran towards the group of cows. 


Tommy spent a few minutes cooing at the cows, who all mooed at him uncaringly whenever 
he got close. One shoved her head into his hand, and he giggled as he ran his hand over her 
fur. Wilbur smiled as he watched, and although he could feel the Eye boring into his head, he 
didn’t mind it as much as he usually did. 


A few minutes later, Tommy came running back to the fence. 


“That was awesome!” Tommy said, climbing up next to Wilbur and unscrewing the lid on his 
coke bottle. ““They’re so sweet! Did you see the one that asked me to pet it, Wil?” 


“I did. She seemed to like you,” Wilbur said, setting his tea bottle on the fence post as he 
opened up his chips. 


“Of course she did. All women, even cows, love me because they know I’m someone who 
appreciates everything women have to offer,” Tommy said, right before taking a long gulp of 
his coke. 


Wilbur let out a sharp laugh. Tommy was a surprisingly funny kid, and he grinned with 
obvious pride at his joke having landed with Wilbur. 


They both quieted down as Tommy tore open his chocolate bar. It had already melted from 
the mind-numbing heat, and it wasn’t long before Tommy’s fingers were covered in sticky 
chocolate. Before Tommy could even ask, Wilbur was already digging into his pocket, having 
figured he should probably grab napkins just in case. 


Tommy nodded at him in thanks as he cleaned off his fingers as best he could. While Wilbur 
waited for him, he stared at the Eye once again. And just like before, by the time he dropped 
his gaze back down, Tommy was watching him—yet didn’t ask what he was looking at. 


A cow mooed in the distance. Warm air blew over them, ruffling Wilbur’s hair and kicking 
up more dust in the air. Sweat dripped down the back of Wilbur’s neck, and he tightened his 
grip around his iced tea, the condensation on the plastic providing a small measure of relief 
from the heat. 


“Can I ask you something?” Tommy spoke up after a few minutes of silence. 

Furrowing his brows, Wilbur glanced to the side, seeing Tommy giving him a confused look. 
“Sure.” 

“You don’t like living here, right?” Tommy asked. 

Wilbur snorted and shook his head. “No, I fucking hate it here.” 

“Then why are you still here?” 


The question was innocent. Tommy was blinking at him with his wide blue eyes, not judging 
him in any way, shape, or form. He was just curious, and had no idea how the question made 
anxiety claw its way up Wilbur’s throat. 


“Um... what do you mean?” Wilbur asked, even though he knew full well what Tommy 
meant. 


Tommy shrugged. “You’re an adult, and you have a job. You could save up and move out, but 
you’re still here. Why?” 


Looking down, Wilbur twisted the lid of the iced tea bottle so it was loosened and tightened 
with every movement of his hand. “I dunno. Guess I’m not sure what I’d do with myself if I 
left.” 


Those bright blue eyes narrowed. “You don’t have any dreams for what you wanna do? Don’t 
most people your age go to college or some shit?” 


“I considered going to school for political science,” Wilbur admitted, clenching his jaw. 
“Always liked politics. Found it really interesting, y’ know? I even ran for student body 
president back in high school, and I came really close to winning.” He paused. “I had a bit of 
a nervous breakdown when I lost though. That’s when I figured I probably wasn’t a good fit 
for real politics.” 


“What about your music though?” Tommy asked, tilting his head a bit to the side. “You’re 
really good at singing and all that. Have you ever thought about making a career out of it?” 


God, had he ever thought about being a singer? Wilbur almost laughed at how easy the 
answer to that was. Of course he’d thought about being a singer. It had been his dream ever 
since he first picked up a guitar when he was fifteen, spending entire evenings staring at his 
ceiling with stars in his eyes and imagining getting to make music for a living. 


Music had called to him, drawn him in like politics, but unlike with political science, nothing 
about music made him anxious. It was an endless well of passion for him. He could spend 
hours at a time doing nothing but brainstorming lyrics or trying out new compositions. 


But it wasn’t like it was easy to become a singer. In fact, it was one of the most unattainable 
careers out there. If Wilbur tried, he’d probably get laughed out of whatever agency he tried 
out for, and he knew himself well enough to know he couldn’t handle that kind of 
humiliation. 


“I thought about it, but it’s pretty fucking hard to do something like that,” Wilbur told him. 
“T’d end up broke. Y’know, the whole starving artist type beat?” 


Tommy huffed, and when he looked up, he saw the teenager was rolling his eyes. “You 
probably would, but it’s not like you’re making a million bucks working at the fuckin’ Jiffy 
Trip.” 


Wilbur’s cheeks burned. “Well, yeah, I guess, but-” 

“Couldn’t you just get a part time job in Hollywood or wherever the hell you go to become a 
singer?” Tommy pushed, cutting him off. “It’d probably be a lot more enjoyable to work at a 
convenience store in LA than in the middle of bumfuck nowhere.” 

“My family is here,” Wilbur said lamely. 


“So you’d never be able to see them again if you left?” Tommy asked, raising an eyebrow. 


Shit. Tommy really wasn’t giving him any room here, was he? 


Wilbur didn’t want to try and become a singer because he didn’t have the first clue how the 
hell he would do it. He didn’t want to try and become a singer because he was terrified of 
rejection. He didn’t want to try and become a singer because... what the fuck was he 
supposed to do if it actually worked? What happened then? 


He didn’t know. He didn’t have any answers to those questions, and that was what scared 
him. Not knowing what to do. 


“Instead of asking me what the hell I’m doing, what are your grand plans for when you turn 
eighteen?” Wilbur asked, his tone carrying a sharp edge that wasn’t lost on Tommy. 


Tommy didn’t seem phased by Wilbur’s annoyance. “I dunno, but I know I’m not gonna stay 
here.” 


Wilbur snorted. “Well, obviously you won’t stay. It’s not like you actually have any family 
here.” 


As soon as the words slipped out of his mouth, Wilbur froze as Tommy stiffened up beside 
him. What the fuck was wrong with him? That wasn’t the kind of thing you said to a 
goddamn foster kid! 


Wilbur was slowly starting to learn the dangers of finding someone he didn’t have to wear a 
mask with. If he wasn’t trying to make someone like him, he didn’t think about how to coat 
his words in sugar. How to make sure he said the right thing to get what he wanted. 


Before he could even stammer out an apology, Tommy was hopping down from the fence. 


“Wait, Tommy I’m sorry,” Wilbur said as he jumped down behind the boy, his boots 
crunching against the dead grass outside the fence. 


Tommy ignored him, turning to storm down the dirt road back the way they came. 


“Tommy!” Wilbur called after him, abandoning his iced tea bottle on the ground as he ran 
after him. “That was a shit thing for me to say and I know it!” 


More sweat beaded across his forehead, and Wilbur felt the hair on the back of his neck rise 
as the Eye focused more on him. He wasn’t sure how he knew it, but he could sense it. It was 
interested in this conversation. 


But that wasn’t something Wilbur was prepared to try and figure out the meaning of. So he 
did what he did best, and ignored the Eye as he ran up behind Tommy, grabbing his wrist to 
try and hold him back. 


“Tommy, please-” 
“Fuck OFF, Wilbur!” Tommy snapped, wrenching his hand out of Wilbur’s grip. Whirling 


around so he was facing Wilbur fully, Tommy glared at him, his white shirt turned dark grey 
because of the heat. “I don’t need your fucking pity apology.” 


“It’s not a pity apology,” Wilbur said immediately. “I don’t know why I said that. It was 
stupid and shitty and you didn’t deserve it.” 


Tommy narrowed his eyes, but he didn’t try to turn away again. “You know why you did it,” 
he said, clenching his jaw. “You were pissed because I was bugging you about the singing 
thing, so you wanted to make me feel bad to get back at me for it.” 


The explanation was clear, concise, and made perfect sense as soon as it hit Wilbur’s ears. 
That... That was exactly why he did that. It was petty and cruel, but it’s not like Wilbur 
hadn’t already known he was petty. 


He was just surprised Tommy had figured him out so quickly. 


“You're right,” Wilbur admitted, figuring it wasn’t worth it to pretend. “And it was a fucking 
dick move on my end.” 


“Yeah, it was,” Tommy agreed, although the anger in his voice had faded somewhat. 


A moment of silence hung heavily between them. Wilbur felt their audience watching them 
above their heads, anticipation fizzing on the tip of his tongue like It was filling the air with 
the sensation on purpose. 


“You have every right to leave, but I hope you know I’d rather you didn’t,” Wilbur said, his 
words far too close to begging for his liking. 


Tommy’s glare lessened, but he didn’t move any closer. “I don’t need fucking pity, Wil. I’m 
not one of those kids that’s like, ‘oh boo hoo I don’t have parents I’m so sad’ or anything,” 
Tommy told him, folding his arms over his chest. “You’re right. I don’t have family here. I 
don’t think of my fosters as anything close to parents because I can tell they regret agreeing 
to take me in, and I haven’t even been here a week. But I’m pissed because I’ve heard shit 
like that even when I’ve lived with people I thought could be my family. I’m tired of hearing 
that stuff.” 


Fuck. Tommy was far more jaded than Wilbur had first thought he was. 
“You... You really think your foster parents regret taking you in?” Wilbur asked softly. 


“I know they do,” Tommy answered in a flat voice. “I’ve seen it happen enough times. I’m 
loud, annoying, I curse too much—I can already list off all the things about me these new 
people hate. Because I’ve gone through this enough times before to recognize that shit.” 


Something inside of Wilbur’s chest ached hearing that. It wasn’t just what he said, but it was 
also how tired he sounded as he spoke. How resigned he was. Like it wasn’t even worth 
getting hurt by things like that any more because it had happened so often. 


Taking a breath to steady himself, Wilbur took a step closer to Tommy. “If it’s worth 
anything, I actually like that you’re loud, annoying, and that you curse too much. I think it 
makes you interesting.” 


Now this seemed to take Tommy off guard. For one brief moment, the jaded expression 
slipped off his face, his eyes going wide to reveal something much more vulnerable. 
Something hopeful, even. 


But it was gone almost as quickly as it came. 


“Trust me, you’re gonna get sick of me after a few days,” Tommy said, although his voice 
was much softer than before. 


Wilbur shrugged. “Maybe I will, but I doubt it.” 


And finally, Tommy dropped his arms from his chest and let out a deep sigh. “I guess we’ll 
have to wait and see,” he relented. 


He was no longer trying to leave, and the relief that swept through Wilbur was enough to 
make a bright smile bloom across his face. 


“Yup. We’ll have to wait and see,” Wilbur said, reaching out to ruffle Tommy’s hair. 


Tommy yelped, slapping Wilbur’s hand away while Wilbur laughed at how his pout made 
him look like an angry puppy. All the anger from their argument had blown away in the faint 
breeze along with the dirt clouds from the road. Now, there was only good-natured grumbling 
as the two of them headed away from the cow pasture and back down to the main road. 


The prickling on the back of his neck eased up, and Wilbur breathed a sigh of relief at the 
weight that was off his shoulders. The Eye was pleased with how that had gone. 


Maybe that should’ve freaked Wilbur out. But he had stopped being freaked out by that thing 
long ago. 


And maybe that was for the better. 
X< 
Just like Wilbur suspected, he didn’t get sick of Tommy after a few days. 


He didn’t get sick of Tommy after a week. Or two weeks. Soon, a full month had passed 
since Wilbur and Tommy first met, and Wilbur was starting to wonder if it was pathetic to 
call a teenager his best friend. 


They hung out nearly every day Wilbur wasn’t working. The two of them would spend hours 
in the church, watching dust dance in the sunlight and brainstorming more lyrics for Wilbur’s 
music together. Sometimes they would walk around town with the sun beating down on them 
like it had a personal grudge against the duo, and Wilbur would show Tommy all the hidden 
gems he had discovered over the past fifteen years of his life there. Other times they would 
walk through wheat fields, letting the golden stalks brush their hips as they chatted about 
anything and everything either one could think of. 


That wasn’t to say Wilbur never saw Tommy on the days he was working. After Tommy had 
learned his schedule, he made it his mission to stop by to bug Wilbur at least once during 


every single shift. Whenever Tommy made his way into the Jiffy Trip, he would try to lean 
over the counter to look in the cash register, or he would beg Wilbur to let him make a 
slurpee with all the flavors combined into one cup, or when business was particularly slow, 
he would just lean next to the counter and keep Wilbur company the whole time. 


It was nice. Almost unusually so. Wilbur couldn’t remember the last time he’d spent this 
much time with a single person. 


Well, he did remember. Techno and him used to hang out like this, Wilbur practically 
attaching himself to his older brother’s hip and following him around like a lost duckling. 
Techno put up with it like a champ, never berating Wilbur or telling him to leave. 


But then Techno had gone off to college, and for the first time in years, Wilbur had found 
himself wandering down the dirt roads with an empty space by his side. Phil tried to fill the 
gap as best he could, offering to watch movies together or asking Wilbur about the songs he 
was writing. And Wilbur appreciated the effort, but since Phil hadn’t made much effort to 
hang out with Wilbur one on one before Techno left, Wilbur couldn’t help but think it was too 
little too late. Things were too stilted between them. Phil didn’t know how to talk to Wilbur, 
and Wilbur didn’t know how to talk to his father. At least not without Techno there to act as a 
buffer. 


Techno might have been the most socially awkward person Wilbur had ever met, but he was 
essentially the support beams for the bridge between Phil and Wilbur. Without him around, 
the bridge creaked with every foot one of them put on it, and Wilbur was left holding his 
breath waiting for the day it came crashing down. 


So having Tommy around was a quiet sort of relief for Wilbur. It was almost funny how 
much Tommy reminded Wilbur of himself when he was a teenager, especially with the way 
Tommy trailed after him like he had once done to Techno. For the first time in... well, nearly 
years at this point, Wilbur actually looked forward to getting up in the mornings. He wasn’t 
just going through the motions. His mind-numbing routine wasn’t mind-numbing anymore. 


There was also another reason he found himself wanting to keep Tommy by his side though. 


Neither of them had asked, but with every passing day, Wilbur was becoming more and more 
convinced Tommy could see the Eye. The air would crackle around them like electricity 
when the Eye was focusing on them, and they would both pause, sharing confused looks as 
the breeze prickled against their skin. 


Wilbur found Tommy staring into the sky nearly as often as he did. Whenever Wilbur’s eyes 
were drawn up to meet the ‘X’ with his breath stuck in his throat, Tommy never asked what 
he was looking at. They would both just share a knowing glance, before returning to their 
conversation like nothing had interrupted it. 


Anytime Wilbur thought about asking, his chest would seize with anxiety. But as the weeks 
dragged on, the question only got louder in his mind. It was a constant nagging, begging him 
to just suck it up and break the glass of the silent agreement they seemed to have not to talk 
about it. 


If he was wrong, Tommy would think he was insane. 
If he was wrong, Tommy might not want to be around him anymore. 
If he was wrong, Wilbur might lose his only friend. 


But eventually he reached a breaking point. He couldn’t stand the silent question hanging in 
the air between them at all times. It was a physical weight on his shoulders, and his shoulders 
were already heavy enough these days. So he wasn’t surprised when one day the weight 
became far too much for him, and he found himself collapsing. 


They were sitting in the church, relishing the meager shade the rotted wood provided as relief 
from the heat. The two of them sat shoulder to shoulder against the pulpit, Tommy with 
Wilbur’s guitar in his lap, and Wilbur’s hand on the fingerboard, manipulating Tommy’s 
fingers so he knew where to put them. 


“Okay, just like that then,” Wilbur said, moving Tommy’s pointer finger so it was pressing on 
a string. “Hold your hand like that, got it?” 


Tommy nodded, his brows scrunched together in concentration. “Okay, and then I just 
strum?” 


Wilbur grinned. “Go for it.” 


Lifting his other hand, Tommy was about to start strumming, but his hand froze before he 
could. 


It was palpable in the air. Wilbur’s ears popped, like there was some kind of invisible 
pressure pushing down on them. 


It was watching them again. 


Wilbur didn’t feel an urge to look up and meet It’s gaze. But Tommy... his head tilted up, 
bright blue eyes rising towards the sky until they locked onto the Eye. 


For a brief moment, it felt like time itself had been frozen. Wilbur stared at Tommy, watching 
a bead of sweat trail down his temple and into his hair. Nearly thirty seconds passed without 
Tommy blinking once. 


Then, the spell was broken. The pressure lifted, and Tommy dropped his head. Without 
saying anything, Tommy lifted his hand to start strumming again. 


The words slipped out of Wilbur’s mouth like they’d been sitting on the tip of his tongue, just 
waiting for the opportunity to jump out. 


“You can see It.” 


It wasn’t a question. 


Tommy twisted his head to meet Wilbur’s gaze, and Wilbur saw the way his jaw clenched. 
Fear flashed through his eyes, and his breathing hitched in time with Wilbur’s own. 


It felt like years passed in the span of seconds. Tommy’s ragged breathing and the smell of 
dust hung heavily between them. Wilbur waited, his heart ready to pound out of his chest as 
the pressure grew again. 


Then... 


“The Eye?” Tommy whispered, something like hope threading through the cracks in his 
voice. 


The relief that swept through Wilbur at those two little words was enough to almost make 
him pass out. 


“Yes,” Wilbur whispered back, a smile that was more manic than joyful stretching across his 
cheeks. “Yes, I’m talking about that giant fucking Eye in the sky.” 


Tommy’s hands immediately dropped from the guitar, and Wilbur had to reach out to catch it 
so it didn’t fall out of Tommy’s lap. “Oh my god, this whole time I thought-” 


“No one else could see It? That you were hallucinating or something?” Wilbur asked, raising 
an eyebrow. Tommy nodded, and Wilbur let out a laugh that was far too sharp to be anything 
but bitter. “Yeah, I thought the same thing. You’re the first person I’ve met who can see It.” 


“I noticed it the first day I got to town,” Tommy admitted, scooting closer to Wilbur as he 
pushed the guitar to the side. “I looked up in the sky was like, ‘what the fuck’, and then I had 
to backtrack really fast when my foster parents said there was nothing up there.” 


“T’ve been able to see it for as long as I’ve lived here,” Wilbur said, wringing his hands in his 
lap. 


Tommy’s frown only deepened. “How long ago was that?” 


“My dad adopted me when I was seven,” Wilbur said, not looking up when Tommy stiffened 
next to him. “I asked him about the Eye the first day I was here, and he thought I was just 
saying shit like all little kids do. But I kept bringing it up, and he started to get concerned. 
Eventually I realized if I kept asking about it everyone would think I was crazy, so I stopped 
and never asked anyone about it again.” 


Wilbur took a shaky breath then, and when something wet dripped onto his hand, he realized 
he was crying. 


“Shit, are you okay?” Tommy asked, and Wilbur felt warm hands rest on his shoulders. 


“I just-” Wilbur took another breath, finding himself at a loss for words for the first time in... 
well, possibly his whole life. “I wanted to think I wasn’t- that it wasn’t a hallucination but 
you go fifteen fucking years with no one else and you just kind of accept-” 


Wilbur had accepted there was probably something wrong with him long ago. That was 
probably still true, but if Tommy could see It too, that meant he wasn’t alone in it. 


Suddenly, Wilbur was being tugged closer to Tommy, and it took his spinning thoughts an 
extra beat to realize Tommy was hugging him. 


“Hey, Wil, it’s okay,” Tommy told him softly, squeezing his shoulders. “You’re not crazy, and 
neither am I.” 


“We’re seeing a giant fucking Eye in the sky, Tommy. That’s not exactly a sign of sanity,” 
Wilbur shot back, his laughter a bit more genuine this time. 


Huffing, Tommy rolled his eyes. “Well, Z don’t think it’s a hallucination.” 
“What makes you say that?” Wilbur asked, pulling back from the hug to wipe at his cheeks. 


Tommy shrugged. “I dunno. Just doesn’t feel like it.” He dropped his hands from Wilbur’s 
shoulders, and glanced up through the hole in the ceiling again. “Plus, it’s getting bigger, and 
I don’t know if hallucinations are supposed to get bigger like that.” 


Wait, what? 
“It’s getting bigger?” Wilbur asked, frowning at Tommy. 
“You haven’t noticed?” 


Blinking the tears out of his eyes, Wilbur looked up at the sky, and realized that Tommy was 
right. He had been so used to the ever-present Eye that he hadn’t even registered that it was 
bigger in the sky than it usually was. 


It wasn’t by much, but Wilbur could see the ‘X’ across the iris far more clearly than he had 
ever been able to before. 


“Holy fucking shit,” Wilbur whispered, bile rising in his throat as the familiar vice of the 
Eye’s gaze wrapped around his shoulders. “You’re right.” 


“It’s gotten bigger nearly every day since I moved here,” Tommy said, looking back down. 
“Do you have any idea why it might be doing that?” 


Wilbur shook his head, eyes dropping from It after a few seconds. “I don’t have the slightest 
fucking clue.” 


“Do you know why It’s there?” Tommy asked, furrowing his brows again. 


“No,” Wilbur admitted, picking at a hangnail on his thumb. “I always got the sense It just 
kind of... liked to observe things. Like we’re a source of entertainment for It.” 


Nodding, Tommy stared at his hands. “So you don’t think It wants to hurt us?” 


“I don’t know,” Wilbur said, shrinking under the combined gazes of It and Tommy. “It’s 
never done anything to hurt me before, but I have no idea what It’s goal is or anything.” 


He hated that he couldn’t give Tommy any solid answers about the Eye. He had been the one 
who had grown up with It. If anyone should know what It was, it was him. 


But the Eye had always been completely and utterly unknowable. When he was younger, 
he’d tried doing research on it, pouring over old legends about gods and eyes from just about 
any book he could find in the library. But nothing had ever mentioned an eye with an ‘X’ in 
the middle of it like the Eye had. It just didn’t make any sense. 


They sat in silence for a moment, the pressure of It’s gaze boring down on his shoulders once 
again. 


“Y’know, it kinda reminds me of Majora s Mask,” Tommy said after a few minutes, breaking 
the silence. 


“What?” 


“The Zelda game?” Tommy asked, looking at Wilbur expectantly. “The one where the giant 
moon with the ugly face is gonna crash into the world?” 


Wilbur vaguely remembered watching a Youtube video on the game once or twice growing 
up, although it was never something he played. “You’re comparing this to a video game?” 


Tommy shrugged. “It’s a fair comparison, man! The Eye is getting bigger, the moon was 
getting bigger, it’s weird shit getting bigger in the sky!” 


And despite the fact that dread was now making a home in Wilbur’s chest, he couldn’t help 
but laugh at Tommy’s stupid joke. Because yes, the Eye was getting bigger, and Wilbur had 
no idea what that meant but he doubted it was anything good. Yes, it was also possible that he 
and Tommy were in some kind of shared hallucination which definitely didn’t have good 
implications for their mental health. 


But that was the magical thing about Tommy. Despite whatever circumstances they were in, 
Tommy always knew just how to make Wilbur laugh. Because Tommy understood him better 
than possibly anyone else Wilbur had ever met before. 


Wilbur didn’t know why they could both see the Eye when no one else could. He didn’t know 
what was different about the two of them, if there was some kind of connection they shared 
that neither of them could see. But he did know one thing. 


Tommy was his best friend, and they were in this shitfest together. For better or for worse. 
x] 
The Eye continued to get bigger. 


Now that Tommy had pointed it out to him, it was impossible for Wilbur not to notice the 
ever increasing size of the Eye. Every morning when he woke up, he would roll out of bed 


and stumble to his window, blinking sleep out of his eyes as he looked up to see how It had 
changed in the night. 


With each passing day, the Eye was swallowing up more and more of the sky. Clouds would 
pass by behind it, the sun would circle above it, and the only people looking up at the 
spectacle were Wilbur and Tommy. 


Over the years, Wilbur had perfected the art of pretending like he didn’t see the Eye in front 
of others, save for the times he was forced to look up at it. But now it was almost impossible 
to ignore. He could tell when the Eye was focusing on him and Tommy again, that strange 
pressure always making his ears pop and his skin prickle. Nowadays, It seemed to like 
focusing on the two of them more and more. 


That wasn’t the only unusual change though. Along with the Eye increasing in size, Wilbur 
noticed some strange things happening around town. 


Summer was bleeding into autumn now, and Wilbur expected the weather to begin to cool 
down. And sometimes it would. Some days Wilbur would wake up to a sky covered in grey 
clouds swollen with rain, while the Eye would sit just below the clouds and continue to watch 
as It always did. Icy wind would thread under Wilbur’s sweater, the church would smell of 
damp mold, and he and Tommy would huddle for warmth under the pulpit until they decided 
it wasn’t worth it and went to Wilbur’s house to spend the day. 


But this rain wasn’t the rain Wilbur was used to. Instead of being cold like everything else, 
the rain itself was hot, so hot that Wilbur had red marks on his hands from where the drops 
hit his bare skin. The clouds formed strange shapes in the sky—reminiscent of screaming 
faces that wrapped Wilbur’s heart in an icy vice if he stared at them for too long. 


Of course, no one else saw the faces, and no one ever said the rain felt too hot. 


When it wasn’t raining, the sun would beat down on them with the same vengeance it had in 
the height of summer. The air was so dry on these days that trying to take a breath sucked all 
of the moisture right out of Wilbur’s throat. Sometimes, Wilbur and Tommy would be 
watching golden stalks of wheat blow in the warm breeze, and a fire would spark. 


The flames would flicker in the dirt, not touching any of the dry wheat around it. Within 
seconds, the fire would die out as quickly as it appeared. It didn’t leave anything behind 
either—not even the smallest pile of ash. If Tommy wasn’t with him, Wilbur would think 
he’d imagined the fires. But Tommy was there, and he saw all the same things Wilbur did. It 
was more of a relief than Wilbur could ever have imagined. 


The weather wasn’t the weirdest change though. What unsettled Wilbur more than anything 
else were the colors. 


Colors weren’t normal anymore. Golden stalks of wheat would shimmer in a way that 
sometimes made Wilbur think they were a sunset orange or even crimson red. On clear days 
the sky was a beautiful azure blue, but sometimes it would shift into shades of deep purple or 
even emerald green. And sometimes, Wilbur would pass by a mirror and pause, because his 
dark brown eyes were swirling with shades of molten gold. 


Then, Wilbur would blink, and all the colors would go back to how they were supposed to be. 


“What’s happening to us?” Tommy asked one day, staring at the back of his hand. Tommy’s 
pale, peach-toned skin was shimmering in the same way the wheat or the sky sometimes did. 


Although it remained the same color, it looked like someone had dumped glitter all over 
Tommy’s arm, tiny rainbow prisms bouncing in a thousand directions whenever the light hit 
it. 


“I don’t know,” Wilbur said, reaching out to brush his fingers along Tommy’s arm. He pulled 
his hand away after a moment, looking at his fingertips to see if any of the shimmer had 
brushed off on his own skin. 


There was nothing. Just the thick calluses he’d gotten over years of playing the guitar. 


Sighing, Tommy dropped his arm and dropped his head against Wilbur’s shoulder. Their eyes 
met, and Wilbur noticed Tommy’s eyes were shifting between glimmering silver and their 
usual cornflower blue. 


“Your eyes are doing the weird thing again,” Tommy told him. 
Wilbur snorted. “Yours are too.” 


Huffing, Tommy squeezed his eyes shut and buried his face into Wilbur’s shoulder. As easily 
as breathing, Wilbur wrapped an arm around Tommy’s shoulder, and let his own eyes flutter 
shut as well. 


“I don’t wanna look, but is my hand doing the weird shimmering thing too?” Tommy asked, 
lifting his hand palm up for Wilbur to see. 


Looking down, Wilbur saw the thick, pale scar tissue that sat on Tommy’s palm. According 
to Tommy, he’d burnt his hand on a stovetop when he was seven, and a few years after he’d 
had to get a surgery to cut at some of the scar tissue to ensure he still had full range of motion 
for his thumb because of the way it warped his palm. It was a scar Wilbur was used to seeing 
at this point. 


Right now though, the scar was both on Tommy’s hand, and not. As his skin continued to 
shimmer, Wilbur noticed the scar flickering in and out of sight. Like a visual glitch. 


“Yeah, it is,” Wilbur sighed, and Tommy dropped his hand. “Hopefully it’ll stop soon.” 
“I hope so,” Tommy said, his voice muffled by Wilbur’s sweater. 


Silence hung heavily between them, weighing on both of them like the same pressure the Eye 
would put on them when it wanted to focus on them. It wasn’t focusing on them right now, 
but like always, Wilbur could feel It staring. 


After a few moments, Tommy spoke again. 


“Do... Do you think we’ll ever go back to normal?” Tommy whispered. His voice was fragile 
—a glass bottle sitting right on the edge of a table, ready to shatter at a moment's notice. 


When Tommy spoke like that, like he was putting all of his hope into Wilbur to give him 
answers that he knew neither of them had, Wilbur wished more than anything he could tell 
his friend what he wanted to hear. 


But if Wilbur told him it was going to be okay, they’d both know he was lying. Because 
Wilbur had no way of knowing how this was going to end. And neither did Tommy. 


“We’re going to leave this town someday,” Wilbur told him instead. It was the only comfort 
he could offer. That one day, they were going to climb into Wilbur’s car and get the hell out 
of there. 


Distantly, Wilbur wondered when he started including Tommy in the daydreams he had about 
leaving the town. There was never a moment where he consciously decided he wasn’t leaving 
without the teenager, but it just felt wrong to consider anything else. 


“Why don’t we leave now?” Tommy asked, lifting his head from Wilbur’s shoulder, his eyes 
still flashing between silver and blue. 


“If we left now, I’d get charged with kidnapping you,” Wilbur snorted, reaching a hand up to 
ruffle Tommy’s hair. 


Huffing, Tommy cracked a weak smile. “You’re such a pussy, Wilbur. Won’t even get an 
arrest warrant for me.” 


“Youre right. I’m too much of a pussy to get an arrest warrant for kidnapping charges,” 
Wilbur snorted, flicking Tommy’s forehead before dropping his hands into his lap. “Mostly 
because I’m a shit driver. I wouldn’t do well in a car chase.” 


Tommy laughed out loud at that. “Then that’s why you gotta teach me! I can be our getaway 
driver!” 


Wilbur rolled his eyes. Tommy’s latest bit was that he wanted Wilbur to teach him how to 
drive. However, Wilbur knew he would be a horrible teacher, considering how scraped up the 
side of his car was from the multiple times he’d run into poles while trying to park. So he 
refused, because if Tommy was behind the wheel and Wilbur was the only one providing him 
any kind of instruction, they would definitely end up driving into a ditch. 


“If you were our getaway driver, we’d get caught in five minutes because you’d crash into a 
tree,” Wilbur teased. 


“Bitch, you’ve never even seen me drive! For all you know, I could be a way better driver 
than you!” 


“I highly doubt it,” Wilbur said, smirking at Tommy. Taking a breath, he leaned further back 
against the pulpit, and felt his eyes being drawn upwards again. “When you turn eighteen 
though, we’re going to leave.” 


Next to him, Tommy looked up as well. 
The Eye stared at them, and they both stared back. 
Something like anxiety buzzed in Wilbur’s chest. 


If the Eye kept growing, it was eventually going to cover the entire sky. If that happened, 
Wilbur wasn’t sure what that meant for the town. He wasn’t sure what that meant for him and 
Tommy. He had a feeling it wasn’t anything good though. 


“Do you think we’ll have enough time?” Tommy asked softly. 


Did they have enough time to wait for Tommy’s birthday? Or was the Eye going to block out 
the sky before then? 


Wilbur didn’t have an answer, so he stayed quiet. 
Tommy didn’t push for one. 


X 


More time passed. The Eye got bigger and bigger, and Wilbur knew they weren’t going to 
make it to Tommy’s birthday before it covered the entire sky. 


However, there was someone leaving town. It just wasn’t Wilbur or Tommy. 


“Are you sure you don’t want to come with me, Wil?” Phil asked as he carefully folded his 
clothes into his suitcase. 


Early morning sunlight filtered through Phil’s bedroom window, creating a large patch of 
light on the stained beige carpet that Wilbur was staring at intently. A few nights before, Phil 
had told Wilbur an emergency business trip had come up, but he just so happened to be going 
to the same city Techno’s university was in. Because of that, after Phil had finished his work, 
he was going to visit Techno for a few days, and invited Wilbur to come with. 


Wilbur wanted to go. It had been ages since he’d seen Techno, and the idea of getting to see 
his brother again—especially with how weird the past few months have been—was just about 
everything he could ever want. Even if Techno didn’t know about the Eye, just being around 
him would make Wilbur feel even the tiniest bit calmer. For maybe a day he could be normal 
again. Spend time with his dad and older brother and pretend like there wasn’t this constant 
itching under his skin, that there wasn’t an impending sense of doom inside of him that was 
growing stronger by the day. 


But if Wilbur left, Tommy would be left here alone. And at the rate the Eye was growing, 
Wilbur couldn’t help but think that the sky might be covered before they even got back. 


Again, while he didn’t know what would happen when the entire sky was covered, it felt like 
there was an invisible timer counting down to... something. Something big. Something bad. 
Something that Wilbur didn’t want to leave Tommy to deal with on his own. 


So when Phil asked Wilbur if he wanted to go visit Techno, he found himself being forced to 
say no. Because he couldn’t leave Tommy. 


“T’m sure,” Wilbur replied, taking a breath to steady the nerves buzzing around his chest. 


Glancing up from the suitcase, Phil’s pale brows scrunched together as he stared at Wilbur. 
Wilbur tried not to squirm under his father’s gaze, but he could tell Phil was confused. 


“Are you alright? You’ve been acting a bit off the past few days,” Phil asked, smoothing out a 
shirt. 


Wilbur shrugged. “I’m fine.” He tried not to stare at the way the color of the shirt Phil was 
folding- 


-kept shimmering in a way that made it flicker between green and black. 
“Is everything okay between you and Tommy?” 


Phil had only met Tommy a handful of times, when the two of them would hide away in 
Wilbur’s room if it was too rainy to spend time in the church. Tommy had introduced himself 
to Phil with a stiff kind of politeness that had clearly been trained into him through many 
foster houses in the past, and it made Wilbur feel like there was acid curdling in his stomach 
to see such an unnatural smile plastered over Tommy’s face. 


So Wilbur didn’t go out of his way to let Phil and Tommy get to know one another. Phil knew 
that Wilbur spent most of his free time with Tommy, and he occasionally asked Wilbur how 
Tommy was doing, but that was the extent of it. 


It was startling for Phil to bring Tommy up without Wilbur mentioning him. 
“Uh, yeah, we’re fine,” Wilbur said, giving Phil a confused look. “Why wouldn’t we be?” 


Setting the shirt in the suitcase, Phil shrugged. “No reason. Like I said, you just have been 
acting a bit odd, and I wondered if you two had gotten in a fight or something.” 


Wilbur narrowed his eyes. “No, we haven’t fought. I’m fine. Just, uh, tired lately.” 


Phil blinked, staring at Wilbur in a way that made him almost look like a bird. “You know 
you can talk to me about anything, right?” 


Yeah right. The last time Wilbur had confided in his father, Phil had started looking up 
doctors because it wasn’t normal for seven year olds to talk about floating eyes in the sky. 
While Wilbur knew it wasn’t fair to hold that against his father because that’s what any 
normal parent would’ve done, he couldn't help but be the tiniest bit bitter over it. 


“Yeah, I know,” Wilbur lied, twisting his fingers together and watching the way the freckles 
on the back of his hands danced with the pulling of his skin. 


Suddenly, there was a pair of hands covering his own, and Wilbur looked up to see Phil 
standing right in front of him. 


“Wil, c’mon, I’m your dad,” Phil said quietly. “I can tell when something’s up.” 
And- 


Oh god, Wilbur wanted to tell him. The words sat on the tip of his tongue, because he had 
kept everything about the Eye locked away for so long. He had been pretending for years and 
years, and then finally when he had cracked and asked Tommy, Tommy had known exactly 
what he was talking about. He wasn’t alone anymore, and that relief on its own was better 
than anything Wilbur could’ve hoped for. 


Wilbur remembered when he was younger, the way Phil would give him worried looks every 
time he tilted his head back to the sky. He remembered Phil’s quiet sighs whenever Wilbur 
would point at it, and the dark bags that settled under his father’s eyes after dozens of nights 
spent researching when to be concerned about a child’s imagination. 


Maybe he couldn’t tell him about the Eye again. But he could try to tell him something. 


“I just... I have a bad feeling,” Wilbur confessed, looking down at where Phil’s warm hands 
were still sitting on top of his own. 


“About what?” Phil asked, his voice soft. 


“Just in general,” Wilbur said, not meeting Phil’s eyes. “Like something bad is going to 
happen.” 


“Ts that why you don’t want to go with me to visit Techno?” 
Wilbur nodded, trying to ignore the lump sitting in his throat. 


There was a moment of silence. A beat where the only thing that sat between Wilbur and his 
father was their quiet breaths. Wilbur wondered if Phil could hear the way Wilbur’s heart was 
pounding in his ears. If he could feel the way Wilbur had to hold himself back from flinching 
every time he saw that shirt sitting in Phil’s suitcase shifting between shades of emerald and 
onyx. 


He wasn’t sure what he wanted Phil to say. Did he want his dad to stay? To not leave him 
when the Eye was so close to blocking out the entire sky? It wasn’t like Phil could help in 
any way, but maybe a small part of Wilbur still wanted the reassurance that his dad was there. 
That instinct children had about how their parents could make everything better, even when 
they couldn’t. 


Then, 

“You’ve always been a bit of a worrywart,” Phil said, squeezing Wilbur’s hands before 
pulling away. “But nothing bad is gonna happen. You’ve stayed here on your own before, and 
I’m not even taking a plane to go see Tech, I’m just driving.” 


Disappointment settled into Wilbur’s gut like a rock. 


“T’m not- that’s not what I-” 


“Wil, I promise you, everything is gonna be fine,” Phil reassured him, bringing a hand up to 
ruffle Wilbur’s hair. Something he hadn’t done since Wilbur was in middle school. 


Looking up to meet his father’s eyes, Wilbur felt like a plant withering in direct sunlight 
when he saw the well-meaning confusion hanging in Phil’s gaze. He didn’t understand why 
Wilbur was upset. He wasn’t even trying to understand it. He just assumed this was Wilbur’s 
anxiety rearing its ugly head once again. 


“But-” 


“Maybe while I’m gone you could go hang out with some of your other friends besides 
Tommy,” Phil suggested, giving him a hopeful smile. “Like Sapnap or Quackity. I haven’t 
heard you mention either of them in a while.” 


Outside of chatting with him between shifts at work, Wilbur hadn’t hung out with Sapnap 
since high school. Meanwhile, Quackity had moved out of town more than a year earlier. 


Wilbur didn’t bother correcting his father on this. Instead, he straightened up, and frowned at 
Phil. “What’s wrong with Tommy?” 


Phil blinked, taking a step back at Wilbur’s defensiveness. ““There’s nothing wrong with him. 
It’s just, well, it might be a bit better for you to spend some time with people your age, 
y know?” 


Yeah, because Wilbur was the pathetic guy in his twenties whose only friend was a seventeen 
year old. Except that Tommy wasn’t just some random seventeen year old. He was... well, he 
was Tommy. He was one of the funniest people Wilbur had ever met. He loved to hear 
Wilbur’s music and never got annoyed when Wilbur went off on a tangent about some 
random subject he’d invested too much time into reading about on Wikipedia about the night 
before. He was bright and loud and made Wilbur feel more like a person than he had been in 
years. 


Sometimes, Tommy would make a joke about how they were like brothers, namely whenever 
he wanted to coerce Wilbur into buying him food or something of the sort. Wilbur always 
replied with a deadpan, “don’t say that, Ill cry.” But it was truer than Tommy probably 
realized, because Wilbur was slowly starting to think that Tommy was like the little brother 
he never had. 


But Phil didn’t know any of that. Phil just thought Tommy was some teenager that had 
latched onto Wilbur, and that Wilbur was too much of a mess to actually hang out with 
people his own age. 


He didn’t understand. Not in the slightest. 


“Tommy’s my best friend,” Wilbur said, the words coming out far sharper than he meant 
them to. “He’s not the problem here.” 


“Wil, cmon, you know he’s a bit of a troubled kid,” Phil told him. “I know the people 
fostering him. They said he has a record for causing problems.” 


Wilbur’s frown deepened, anger flashing inside of him like the fires he’d seen spark in the 
wheat fields. “What, you think he’s going to be a ‘bad influence’ on me or something? Phil, 
you said it yourself, he’s a kid.” 


“I’m just saying you’ve been acting different ever since you started spending time with him, 
and I can’t help but think there might be some correlation-” 


“Oh for fuck’s sake, Tommy is a good kid and whatever bullshit his foster parents said about 
him isn’t true,” Wilbur snapped, pushing to his feet. 


Sighing, Phil pinched the bridge of his nose. “I have nothing against Tommy. I’m just trying 
to understand what’s going on with you.” 


Wilbur huffed. “That’s not something you’re used to doing, now is it?” 


Flinching, Phil took a step back, and maybe Wilbur should’ve felt bad but he couldn’t find it 
in himself to regret what he’d said. His words were the truth, and they both knew it. 


“Tm trying, Wil,” Phil said quietly. 


“Because without Techno here, you have no idea how to deal with me. I get it,” Wilbur 
scoffed, deciding he’d had enough of this. The anxiety that had been burning a hole through 
his chest was gone now, and replaced with a steady burning flame. “Go have fun with Techno 
and tell him how worried you are about how I’m spending time with a troubled foster kid. 
Meanwhile, I’m gonna be late for work, so P1 see you later.” 


And without waiting for a response from Phil, Wilbur stormed out of his room. 


When he got outside the house to his car, the Eye was focusing on him again, the pressure 
making his ears pop and squeezing his head like there was a band wrapped around it. Staring 
up into the ‘X’, Wilbur glared, trying not to flinch at how there was only the tiniest bit of blue 
sky he could see around the edges of the Eye. 


Without thinking, Wilbur lifted a hand to flip the Eye off. Then, he climbed into his car, and 
slammed it shut. 


When he looked into his rearview mirror, Wilbur noticed- 
-his eyes were swirling with gold again. 


Swallowing down the anxiety clawing up his throat, Wilbur started his car, and reversed out 
of his driveway to go to work. 


Later that day when he got home from his shift, he found that Phil had already left, pinning a 
note to the fridge with a small envelope for grocery money. 


There was no apology in the note. Wilbur hadn’t expected one. 


X 


It was Phil’s second night gone when Wilbur heard someone knock on his window. 


He was trying to sleep. Trying being the operative word. Even though he’d laid down over an 
hour earlier, his mind was buzzing far too loudly to grant him enough peace to sleep. 


It'd been getting more and more difficult to fall asleep. As the Eye got bigger, Wilbur 
couldn’t shut off his anxiety-ridden thoughts about the whole thing. Not only that though, but 
the itch under his skin was impossible to ignore at nearly any time now, and any attempt at 
resting just led to him tossing and turning over and over. 


It was watching him and watching him and watching him. 


Hearing the knock at his window was almost a relief. At least now he had a reason to be 
awake. 


Climbing out of bed, Wilbur shivered as he left the warmth of his blankets, and made his way 
over to the window. Peering outside, he could just barely make out the form of Tommy 
outlined by the dim light of the moon. 


Frowning, Wilbur pulled open the window and stuck his head out. “Tommy? The hell are you 
doing here so late?” 


“I couldn’t sleep,” Tommy told him, shoulders hunched like he was trying to curl in on 
himself. “Plus I, uh, think this might be the last night we can see the stars.” 


Ice cold dread pooled in Wilbur’s gut at that. Leaning his head further out the window, 
Wilbur twisted himself so he could see the sky, and he quickly realized that Tommy was 
right. The Eye was so large now, he could just barely make out the stars along the edges of It. 


Suddenly, Wilbur understood why Tommy was here. 


“Then I guess that means we should go stargazing,” Wilbur said, trying to give Tommy a 
reassuring smile, but knowing it came off more pained than anything else. “Let me get 
dressed and I’ll be out in a second.” 


Tommy’s shoulders immediately dropped in relief, and nodded as he turned to go to the front 
door. As he left the window, Wilbur sighed and leaned his forehead against the glass. 


In the distance, Wilbur heard a coyote howl. Wilbur counted his breaths as its scream rang in 
the wind. 


One breath. 
Two. 
Three. 


When the coyote went quiet, Wilbur straightened up. He went through the motions, grabbing 
a thick sweater and pulling on his boots, lacing them up once, and then undoing them to lace 
them up a second time because it was too loose the first time. 


The house was eerily silent as he crept through it. Even though he was the only one home and 
could turn on the lights, for some reason, he didn’t want to. Instead he wandered through the 
house by the light of his phone flashlight, watching the way the shadows danced along the 
walls and tried not to see faces in them. 


Tommy was waiting on the front step for him. Wilbur locked the door behind him, swinging 
his keys around his finger and gesturing for Tommy to follow him to his car. 


“I know just where we’re gonna go,” Wilbur said, climbing into the driver’s seat. 


Nodding, Tommy sat in the passenger’s side, and in the pale yellow glow of the overhead 
light, Wilbur could see the dark bags settled under Tommy’s eyes. When he glanced in the 
rearview mirror, Wilbur noticed his weren’t much better. 


Neither of them spoke as Wilbur drove. The roads were completely empty this time of night, 
Wilbur’s headlights slicing through the dark and making him wish the moon was brighter 
tonight. 


It was odd. Despite the fact that it was covered by the Eye, Wilbur could still see moonlight 
bathing the houses in a soft white glow, as if it passed directly through the Eye itself. 


Driving past the church, he pulled down a bumpy dirt road, a cloud of dust being kicked up in 
their wake. Finally, he reached the field he was searching for, and turned the car to the side of 
the road so it was out of the way. 


The slamming of the car doors echoed in the empty night air. The field itself was a wheat 
field that had recently been cut with the fall harvest. Dark dirt was littered with short golden 
stalks, and they crunched under Wilbur’s boots as he climbed over the fence and landed back 
on the earth. 


Even though Tommy didn’t need help hopping the fence, Wilbur offered a hand anyway, and 
Tommy took it without a word. When they were both over, neither one let go, and Wilbur 
tried to focus on the reassuring warmth of Tommy’s scarred palm instead of the prickling in 
the air as they walked to the middle of the field. 


Once they reached a good spot, Wilbur let go of Tommy’s hand and settled himself down on 
the dirt. His pants were absolutely going to get stained from it, but he didn’t really care, and 
Tommy didn’t seem to mind either. 


The dark earth was moist and warm against his hands. Wilbur had to take care to avoid laying 
directly on any freshly cut wheat stalks, but soon he was fully stretched down in the dirt, and 
Tommy managed to settle himself next to Wilbur without any issues. 


They both stared up at the sky, and the Eye stared back down at them. In the far corners of 
the sky, Wilbur could just make out bright, glittering stars. 


“Do you think this is the end of the world?” 


The question came out of nowhere, breaking the silence the two had been in since they 
climbed into Wilbur’s car. Tommy’s voice was soft, no brashness, no laughter hiding behind 
his words. He was tired. Wilbur was too. 


“It might be,” Wilbur admitted, voice just as soft. “Certainly seems biblical enough.” 


Except the Bible said the world would end with trumpets blaring. The only thing Wilbur 
could hear right now was the wind whistling along the plains. 


“Are you scared?” Was Tommy’s next question. 


Wilbur took a shaky breath, focusing on the sensation of his ever-present anxiety hum 
through his veins. “I’m fucking terrified.” 


Tommy let out a humorless laugh. “Me too, big man.” 
Another silence fell between them. 

The air crackled, more bubbles popping along Wilbur’s bare skin. 
Out of the corner of his eye, Wilbur noticed Tommy wince. 


“T’m glad I’m not alone,” Wilbur confessed, the words slipping out of his lips unbidden. “I 
guess it’s kind of selfish to say I’m glad you can see this shit too because it’s scary as hell 
but-” 


“No, it’s okay,” Tommy interrupted him, turning his head to give Wilbur a reassuring smile. 
“I get it. I'd feel the same way, so I’m actually glad we both see it.” 


I’m glad you're just as terrified as Iam. I’m glad I dont have to be scared by myself. I’m 
glad we’re both suffering. 


“We’re both pretty selfish bastards then, aren’t we?” Wilbur said, chuckling softly. 


“I guess we are,” Tommy shrugged, turning his gaze back to the sky. “Who gives a shit 
though?” 


Wilbur had to pause at Tommy’s words. How easily he said them. Who gives a shit? Who 
cared if they were selfish? They were the only ones who could see this... Thing. This knife 
dangling over the entire world. This apocalyptic bringer of the End. Who gave a shit if they 
were selfish now? It didn’t matter. They weren’t alone, and that was that. 


“I think you’ re the first real family I’ve ever had, Wil,” Tommy then told him after a few 
beats, the confession hovering in the darkness above their heads. “I know you might not, uh, 
think the same way. I know the brother bit is just a joke but I just thought that I’d, um, say it 
since things might go to shit tomorrow.” 


Tommy was very pointedly not looking at Wilbur now, and Wilbur’s chest ached. 


“It’s not a joke,” he said quietly, because Tommy had to know just how much Wilbur cared 
about him. “You’ve always reminded me of the way I acted around my older brother before 
he moved away. And maybe it was a little narcissistic of me, but it made me really happy to 
think I could be that for you.” 


“It’s not narcissistic,” Tommy reassured him, turning his head again to meet Wilbur’s eyes. “I 
kept waiting for you to get annoyed with me and tell me to leave you alone, but you didn’t. 
You put up with my shit and just hung out with me and I just... I dunno, I guess I’m just glad 
I moved here.” 


Wilbur raised an eyebrow. “If you hadn’t moved here you wouldn’t be seeing It.” 
Tommy shrugged. “I think getting a brother out of it is a fair enough tradeoff.” 


Tears burned in Wilbur’s eyes at that. So many emotions were flowing through him at once, it 
was difficult to parse through all of them. The warmth in his chest from Tommy calling him 
his brother, the terror looming over his head, the pure exhaustion that weighed down every 
singe cell in his body just from... everything from the past few months. It was so much. 


Silently, he wrapped an arm around Tommy’s shoulders, and Tommy scooched over in the 
dirt until he was resting his head on Wilbur’s chest. Anxiety kept clawing at Wilbur’s throat, 
burning through his body and making him feel like an exhausted husk, but it was easier to 
focus on Tommy’s weight on top of him than any of that. It wasn’t a cure, but it was a 
distraction, and that was good enough. 


The Eye stared down at them. 
And stared at them. 
And stared at them. 


Tommy blinked, and Wilbur noticed his eyes were shimmering silver again. On the edges of 
the Eye, Wilbur could see the stars shifting between shades of blue and green, and the black 
night sky flickering with green. 


Green. Purple. Blue. Silver. 
In that moment, Wilbur could feel that his eyes were swirling gold. 
“Do you have any regrets?” Tommy asked after several minutes of silence. 
Wilbur snorted. “We’re really getting it all out on the table, huh?” 


Scrunching up his nose, Tommy shot him a dirty look. “It’s the fucking apocalypse, man. 
Aren’t you supposed to talk about that kind of stuff when you’re at the end or whatever?” 


“Fair enough,” Wilbur acquiesced, turning his eyes back to the Eye. “I guess I regret not 
leaving this town to try and be a singer when I still had the chance.” 


Tommy hummed knowingly. “Figured that’d be yours.” 


“You can read me that easily?” Wilbur asked, letting out a weak laugh. 


“I can,” Tommy said, flashing him a smirk. After a few beats though, it fell. “I don’t really 
have any regrets, I think.” 


“You don’t?” Wilbur frowned at him. 


Tommy shook his head. “I mean, I considered saying I wish I ran away from this place the 
first day I got dropped off here, but then I wouldn’t have met you. Like I said, it’s a fair 
tradeoff.” 


“You’re such a sap,” Wilbur teased, reaching a hand up to ruffle Tommy’s hair. 


Squawking in protest, Tommy slapped Wilbur’s hand away. “I’m not a sap! It’s called being a 
nice person, dickwad!” 


Wilbur laughed louder this time, something like relief washing over him hearing Tommy’s 
loud yelling return. It was so much better than when his voice went quiet because it was filled 
with fear. Even if they were both still afraid, in moments like those, it felt like they weren’t. 


“You are absolutely a sap. You’re being all sweet and shit and it’s adorable,” Wilbur 
continued, flashing Tommy a shit-eating grin. 


“T’m gonna take it all back and call you a bastard,” Tommy threatened, although Wilbur knew 
he didn’t mean it. 


“Too late, you already called me your brother!” Wilbur sang, tugging him closer and rubbing 
his knuckles into Tommy’s head. 


“You’re a bastard of a brother!” Tommy shot back, struggling to claw his way out of Wilbur’s 
hold. “You’re such a bitch- stop messing with my hair!” 


Tommy elbowed Wilbur in the side and he grunted in pain, but he didn’t let go. Instead he 
tightened the headlock he had Tommy in, and Tommy screeched as he tried to twist his way 
out. Wilbur was laughing so hard he could barely breathe, and soon Tommy was laughing 
too. 


By the time Tommy escaped from Wilbur’s grip, they were both covered in mud from their 
impromptu wrestling session, and Wilbur was pretty sure he was going to wake up with 
several nasty new bruises. But they were both out of breath from laughing so much, Wilbur’s 
cheeks ached from smiling, and for just a moment, he didn’t feel any prickling on his skin. 


Neither of them said anything as they both pushed to their feet and headed back to the car. 
Despite how much Wilbur didn’t want to let Tommy out of his sight knowing how close the 
Eye was, he knew that if Tommy’s foster parents woke up and he wasn’t there, things 
wouldn’t end well for either of them. 


So he drove Tommy back to his house. He got out of the car when Tommy did, and hugged 
him as tightly as he could. He could feel Tommy’s rapid heartbeat against his chest, fluttering 
with the same kind of terror as Wilbur’s. 


“PI see you at the church tomorrow?” Tommy asked when he pulled away from the hug. 
Wilbur’s ears popped as the pressure shifted. 


“Yeah, we’ll meet there at our usual time,” Wilbur replied, shoving down the dread rising 
inside of him. 


Tommy nodded. “Okay. Ill see you then.” 


And with that, Tommy ran into his house, leaving Wilbur alone under the sky. They were 
going to see each other tomorrow, but Wilbur wasn’t sure if there was going to be another 
tomorrow after it. 


He didn’t sleep that night. 
He doubted Tommy did either. 
X< 


The next morning, Wilbur wasn’t hungry enough to eat breakfast. If he tried, he had a feeling 
he’d just throw it up anyway. 


The prickling under his skin was nearly unbearable now. Even inside his house, he could feel 
It staring. Watching. Waiting for him. 


Wilbur didn’t know how he knew It wanted him to go to the church. It was just something he 
felt. 


When he walked out to his car, his head was almost violently yanked up to look at the Eye. 
Bile rose in his throat when he met the ‘X’, and saw that, sure enough, there was no trace of 
blue sky visible anymore. 


It was blocking out everything. 
An X shimmering in shades of green, purple, blue, set against white white white- 


Getting into his car, Wilbur didn’t dare look in his rearview mirror as he pulled out. Instead, 
he looked over his shoulder, not wanting to see his reflection. 


It only took a few minutes to get to the church. While he was driving through town, he could 
see his neighbors walking down the sidewalk, chatting in front of lawns, going into stores— 
going about their lives like nothing was wrong. Because to them, nothing was wrong. There 
was no giant Eye blocking out the entire sky. There was no electricity buzzing in the air. 
There was no sense of looming dread haunting every breath they took. 


It was a normal Sunday morning for everyone but Wilbur and Tommy. 


When he pulled into the dirt inlet in front of the church, Tommy was already waiting on the 
front steps. Relief swept through Wilbur seeing Tommy there, and he cut the engine as soon 
as he was fully stopped, practically jumping out of the car to get to his brother. 


Tommy jumped to his feet as soon as he saw Wilbur, and didn’t question it when Wilbur 
wrapped him up in a tight hug. Wilbur was sure they were both feeling the same prickling, 
the anxiety, the dread. 


They were silent for a few moments. Then, Tommy pulled back first. 
“Well, it’s morning and we’re still alive,” Tommy pointed out, giving Wilbur a weak grin. 


Wilbur tried to smile back, but it came out as more of a grimace. “For the moment,” he 
muttered, glancing up at the Eye again. 


It stared. 
“We should go inside the church,” Wilbur said without thinking. 
When Tommy didn’t question it, Wilbur knew he was getting the same sense that he was. 


The church was the same as it always was. Rotted wood walls, dead leaves scattered over 
pews, the smell of a dead animal lingering in the air. Sunlight filtered in through one of the 
windows, and the dust was- 


The dust wasn’t dancing. 
The dust was hanging in the light, completely still. 
Grabbing Tommy’s hand, he tugged him up to the pulpit, right beneath the hole in the ceiling. 
His heart was just about pounding out of his ears as he stared up into the X. 
“What now?” Tommy whispered, his voice echoing off the walls. 
“T don’t know.” 


Wilbur squeezed his hand to try and offer some kind of reassurance. Tommy squeezed back. 
It didn’t lessen the terror lighting sparks along every inch of his body. 


They stared up at the X. 
Waiting. 

Waiting. 
Waiting. 


The icy fingers of anxiety began to claw their way up Wilbur’s throat again. He wasn’t sure 
what they were waiting for. It was Something. 


It was getting harder to breathe. Wilbur was pretty sure that was just himself and not anything 
to do with the Eye. 


Then- 


-Wilbur’s ears popped as the pressure changed. 


Both he and Tommy winced as the pressure in the air skyrocketed. His ears popped painfully, 
but neither he or Tommy let go to bring their hands to their heads. Instead, Wilbur tugged 
Tommy closer, and they watched as the air around them began to shimmer. 


The walls of the church were brown. Rotted brown wood. 
White wood. Paint peeling off. 


It was switching. Wilbur forced himself to take a breath because he realized he was holding 
it, and he heard Tommy do the same thing beside him. 


The pressure increased. Wilbur’s head was starting to hurt, and he squeezed his eyes shut to 
try and alleviate it. Next to him, he heard Tommy whimper. 


Suddenly, his eyes shot open not of his own volition. His head was yanked back, and his 
breathing hitched as he stared into the X again. 


It was getting closer. 
Closer. 
Closer. 


The shimmering in the air became more pronounced. It was harder for Wilbur to see the 
pews. Everything kept flashing between brown and white and the sunlight kept switching to 
moonlight. 


Wilbur looked to Tommy, and saw his eyes were flashing between silver and blue. His skin 
was shimmering again as well, and judging by the way Tommy winced when he met Wilbur’s 
eyes, Wilbur was sure his eyes and skin were doing the same thing. 


It was building. Building building building- to what end, Wilbur had no idea. 


His blood was roaring in his ears. He could hear his heartbeat thudding against the walls of 
his sternum, as if it was trying to rip itself out of his chest. 


There was a second heartbeat he could hear too, thundering almost in perfect time with his 
own. It took Wilbur a moment to realize it was Tommy’s heartbeat. 


He couldn’t breathe. He tried to suck in gulps of air, but it was like all the oxygen had been 
sucked out of the room. 


Tommy’s grip around his hand was sweaty and hot and the only thing keeping Wilbur 
tethered to reality. He kept blinking over and over and over- trying to clear his vision of the 
Shimmer. That goddamn shimmering that was playing tricks on his eyes and making him see 
things that weren’t there. Like the giant ball of color sitting in the middle of the- 


Wait. 


When encountering something the human mind perceives as a threat, there are usually three 
responses most people will fall into. Fight, flight, or freeze. Except at this moment, Wilbur 
knew there was nothing he could do but freeze. 


His limbs locked into place, fingers holding Tommy’s in a vice grip. Next to him, Tommy 
stiffened. 


Sometimes there aren’t words- 
-to describe something a person can witness. 
The ball- 
-color. So much color. 
It was a form. 
Did it have shape? Or was it more like smoke? 
It was rippling. Billowing. 
Breathing. Like it was alive. 
The colors were shimmering between every shade someone could comprehend. 
Some were shades Wilbur wasn't sure there were names for. 
The Thing moved closer to them. 
Wilbur couldn’t move. 
Tommy couldn’t move. 


The closet Wilbur could think to describe it would be a billowing cloud of every color there 
ever was, and then some colors that didn’t exist. It was formless. It was a sphere. It wasn’t a 
sphere. 


It was an X. 
It was an X. 
As soon as an X formed over the surface of... It, Wilbur understood what he was looking at. 
It was the Eye. Or whatever the Eye truly was. 
It moved closer. 
Closer. 


The shimmering grew worse. 


Stronger. 
He couldn’t breathe. He didn’t need to breathe. 
The only thing he could feel was Tommy’s hand in his. 
It came so close, It took up the entirety of Wilbur’s vision. 


And the colors. 
The colors. 


So many colors. 


orange 


Qed, bey 


He was- 
-being torn apart- 


-molecule by molecule- 
it hurt. 


It didn’t hurt. 
He couldn’t feel his body. 


He could still feel Tommy holding his hand. 
Tommy. 
His brother. 
His brother. 
Wilbur wasn’t alone. 


Neither of them were alone. 


Wilbur- 
Tommy- 
-the colors. 
The colors. 
Swirling. 
It was- 
-too much. 
Too much- 
-too much. 
Too much- 
-too much. 
Too much- 
-too much. 
Colors. 
Colors. 
Colors. 
Blackness. 


Wilbur woke up with a pounding headache. 


His head was throbbing, a constant thump thump thump that matched the tempo of his 
steadily pumping heart. 


Blinking open sticky eyes, Wilbur found himself staring at the ceiling of the church. Dust 
danced in the sunlight like glitter, all sitting below the cloudless blue sky that he could see 
through the hole in the- 


Wait. 

It was a cloudless blue sky. 
With nothing else. 
Nothing else. 

The Eye was gone. 


Sitting upright so sharply it sent another stabbing pain through his head, Wilbur craned his 
neck to try and see out the hole in the ceiling. 


It was gone. It was really gone. There was no Eye. 


Wilbur blinked again, struggling to remember what had just happened. There was the... it 
was the Eye. But it wasn’t an Eye. It was... 


Words failed him. He remembered colors. So many colors. 
The more he thought about it the more it made his head hurt. 


Besides his head hurting though, there was something... off. Something he couldn’t exactly 
put a name to. Like there was an itch under his skin he couldn’t scratch. Like something 
inside of him didn’t fit. 


There was a low groan beside him, and Wilbur suddenly remembered the feeling of Tommy’s 
hand wrapped around his. 


Oh fuck. Tommy. 


Immediately Wilbur turned to see the boy laying on the ground next to him, his gaze 
skimming over him to make sure he wasn’t hurt. Thankfully, he didn’t look any worse for 
wear. His blonde curls were a mess, and he seemed quite a bit paler than before, but he 
wasn’t injured. 


“Tommy, wake up,” Wilbur said, grabbing Tommy’s shoulders to shake him awake. 


Tommy groaned again. “Shut up, Wil,” he mumbled, weakly slapping at one of his hands. 
“M sleeping.” 


“Tommy, I’m serious. Wake up.” 


That seemed to get Tommy. 


With a loud yawn, he sat up, his eyes still closed as he rubbed at them with his fists. He 
frowned as he dragged his hands down his face, before stiffening suddenly. 


“Wait, we fucking-“ his eyes flew open, looking around the church wildly as if he was still 
searching for the Thing. “There was the- the Thing and the- holy shit we saw-” 


Wilbur didn’t hear the rest of Tommy’s stammering as he tried to say what happened to them, 
when they both knew there were no words for what they’d witnessed. Wilbur knew there was 
no way they could explain it, but that wasn’t why he tuned out Tommy’s rambling. 


No, the minute Wilbur saw Tommy’s eyes, he couldn’t focus on anything else. 


Tommy’s right eye was his usual cornflower blue, with no sign of the strange, silver 
shimmering that Wilbur had long since grown used to seeing. 


But Tommy’s left eye- 
His left eye was brown. 


It was the color of the rich earth in the wheat fields the day after a good rain. A deep shade 
that Wilbur knew would glow a near amber color in the sun because- because- 


When Tommy met Wilbur’s eyes, he froze the same as Wilbur did. Wilbur noticed his brows 
pinching in confusion, before widening with confusion. 


“Wilbur,” Tommy began slowly, as if he was talking to a spooked animal. “Why is one of 
your eyes blue?” 


Wilbur wasn’t sure if it was the icy hand of anxiety, or something more acidic crawling up his 
throat as he struggled to form a response. “One of your eyes is brown,” he said, staring into 
the brown eye that was horribly familiar to him. 


Realization washed over Tommy’s face, turning his expression from one of confusion, to one 
of horror. 


“You have a blue eye, and I have a brown eye,” Tommy whispered, as if raising his voice 
would send the entire roof crashing down on their heads. 


Nodding, Wilbur forced himself to take a deep breath as if to calm himself, but quickly found 
he didn’t need to. It was strange. While he would’ve been expecting his heart to be racing out 
of his chest right now, it was pumping as steadily as ever in his ears. 


Thump thump thump. 


It was as if he had no energy left to panic. While he wanted to freak out about this, about the 
eyes, about what he had seen about the wrongness he was feeling, he just... couldn’t. If 
anything, he just felt tired. A bone-deep exhaustion that just made him want to curl up and 
sleep for a week straight. 


Lifting a hand, Wilbur ran his fingers through his hair, but paused when he felt something 
pulling on his thumb. 


Dropping his arm, Wilbur looked at his hand palm-up, and blinked to make sure he was 
seeing it correctly. 


There was a scar on his palm. Thick, white scar tissue that warped the skin and tugged at his 
thumb in a way that made it strange to move. 


Wilbur recognized this scar. But it wasn’t supposed to be on his hand. 
“Tommy, show me your hands,” Wilbur ordered. 


Tommy didn’t question him, instead just sticking his hands out in front of Wilbur for him to 
see. Silently, Wilbur lifted his own hands next to Tommy’s for comparison. 


Sure enough, the burn scar that had been on Tommy’s hand was gone. Now it was on 
Wilbur’s hand, but that wasn’t the only change. 


Wilbur had callused fingertips. Years and years of playing the guitar had made the skin of his 
fingertips pale and thick, with small indents from where he’d held the guitar strings. 


Except now Wilbur had no calluses on his fingertips. But Tommy did. With the same indents 
Wilbur knew were supposed to be on his hands. 


Tommy noticed it as soon as he put his hands next to Wilbur’s. 


“What the fuck?” He exclaimed, but like Wilbur, there wasn’t any panic in his voice. Just 
confusion. 


“I have your scar,” Wilbur muttered, running the fingers from his other hand over the burn 
tissue. 


“And I have your calluses,” Tommy continued, rubbing his fingertips together and frowning 
at the texture. 


They were silent for a moment, both just staring at the changes in their hands. 


“I guess whatever the hell... That was,” Wilbur said, not knowing how else to describe their 
encounter with the Eye, “left us with a few parting gifts.” 


Tommy nodded. “Yeah that, um, seems like the case.” He paused for a moment, frowning at 
his hands, before he was digging in his pocket for something. 


“What are you looking for?” Wilbur asked. 
“My knife,” Tommy answered and- when the hell did Tommy get a knife? 


“Since when do you have a knife?” 


Tommy snorted as he pulled a small switchblade from his pocket. “Brought it with me today 
in case I needed to stab anything.” 


And despite the exhaustion and the confusion and the traces of fear still lingering in his veins, 
Wilbur couldn’t help but snort at that. 


“What, were you gonna try and fucking stab the Eye?” 


“I dunno, man! I wanted to be prepared!” Tommy exclaimed, flipping the blade out. 
“Anyway, I wanna try something real quick.” 


He angled the knife towards his palm, and Wilbur’s hand darted out to grab his wrist. “What 
the hell are you doing?” 


Rolling his eyes, Tommy tugged his wrist out of Wilbur’s grip. “I’m just gonna make a tiny 
cut. I need to see something.” 


Although Wilbur didn’t like the idea of Tommy cutting open his hand, he had a feeling what 
Tommy wanted to see and knew it was an answer they were going to have to confront 
eventually. 


Dropping his own hands, Wilbur watched as Tommy made a small cut on his palm, until a 
bead of crimson blood welled up. Then, Tommy pinched the skin, wincing a bit as the drop of 
blood fell onto the rotting floorboards they were sitting on. 


The blood- 
-the blood shimmered. 
It shimmered between shades of red- 
-and orange. 
And gold. 
It was a kaleidoscope of colors in a single drop of blood. 


Without saying a word, Wilbur held out a hand for the knife. Tommy handed it over without 
argument, and watched as Wilbur made a similar cut on his unscarred palm. 


He squeezed the skin until a drop of blood landed right next to Tommy’s. It shimmered and 
shifted between colors in the exact same way. 


They both stared at the blood in silence. 
One beat passed. 
Then two. 


Then, 


“T guess we really are like brothers now, aren’t we?” Tommy said quietly. 


It was probably supposed to be an attempt at a joke, but there was far too much in his voice 
for it to be anything but genuine. There was worry, and fear, and confusion, and then that 
same exhaustion. 


There was also some sort of twisted hope underlying all of it. Like Tommy wanted Wilbur to 
agree. Wanted a way to turn whatever... this was into something that could almost be 
considered positive. 


And Wilbur couldn’t find it in himself to disagree. 


Reaching out, Wilbur grabbed Tommy’s bleeding hand with his own, squeezing his fingers 
tightly. 


“Don’t say that, I'll cry,” he replied in a near whisper. 


Tommy looked up to meet his eyes, and Wilbur stared into the mismatched gaze that he knew 
matched his own. Then, suddenly, Tommy was surging forward, wrapping his arms around 
Wilbur and burying his face in his shoulder. 


Wilbur buried his face into Tommy’s hair, hugging him as tightly as he could as it finally hit 
him that they were alive. Whatever had happened to them wasn’t the end of the world. They 
were both still breathing, and while they weren’t the same, Wilbur would take what he could 
get. 


They stayed like that for a moment, hugging under the empty blue sky, and Wilbur thought of 
how nice it was to not feel like he was being watched all the time. In his arms, Tommy was 
shaking, and Wilbur realized his shoulders were shaking too. 


After a few minutes of hugging, Tommy finally let go, and Wilbur dropped his arms to his 
sides. Tommy wiped at his face a bit, sniffling a few times, while Wilbur pushed to stand. 


He was surprisingly steady on his feet, despite the lingering headache. Reaching his arms 
above his head, he listened to his back crack in at least three different places, and relished in 
how relieving it was to stretch his muscles. 


Then, he reached his hand out for Tommy to help him up. Tommy stared at the burn scar for a 
moment, before reaching up and putting his own hand on top of it. 


Walking out of the church, Wilbur paused to take one more look around it. The shimmer was 
gone, and Wilbur still saw no sign of God nestled in the broken windows or the dust dancing 
in the air. He had the sense he was never going to step foot in this place again. The thought 
made him smile. 


His smile dropped the second they were outside the church. 


“What the hell?” Tommy asked, whipping his head around. 


Wilbur didn’t respond. Instead, he just stared down the road where he knew the town should 
be. 


Should be. 
But it- it wasn’t there. 


Where there had been the road leading to a cluster of houses and stores, where he had once 
been able to see farmhouses littering the flat horizon, there was nothing. No wheat fields, no 
cow pastures, not even the fucking Jiffy Trip was left. 


The main road was still there, but there was nothing else. It wasn’t even like the town had 
been destroyed. Instead, it was just... erased. Like it had never been there in the first place. 


“Wilbur, am I hallucinating, or is the town gone?” Tommy then questioned, staring at the flat 
horizon. 


“No, you’re not hallucinating,” Wilbur said, lifting his head to stare at the sky. “The town is 
gone.” 


And so was the Eye. The sky was just an empty, pure shade of azure blue. No weird 
shimmering. No strange colors. 


The town was gone. 
All the people that had been in the town were probably gone as well. 
Whatever that Thing was, it had erased all of it. 


There was a lot Wilbur wanted to say. A lot of questions he wanted to ask. What had that 
Thing been? What had It wanted? What did It gain by only letting Tommy and Wilbur see It, 
and then doing whatever the hell It did to them? Why did It erase the town? 


The questions were there. The answers were not. 


So instead of voicing the questions he knew weren’t going to lead anywhere, Wilbur found 
himself reaching in his pocket for a cigarette. 


Tommy glanced at him as he brought the cigarette to his lips, struggling to light it against the 
wind blowing down the plains. After a few seconds, the flame caught, and Wilbur’s shoulders 
dropped as the bitter smoke warmed his throat. 


He stared at the empty grass fields where the town he’d grown up in had once stood. He 
wondered what would happen with Phil, since he’d been out of town visiting Techno. Wilbur 
would have to try and explain where their house went. And also why one of his eyes was 
blue. 


But that was something to deal with another time. For now, Wilbur took a drag of his 
cigarette, and let the smoke curl out from his lips. 


A pale hand then entered his line of sight, and he realized Tommy was asking for the 
cigarette. 


Looking at the kid who had gone from stranger, to best friend, to his brother in the strangest 
sense of the word—Wilbur debated if he should give him the cigarette. 


If Tommy had asked him for the cigarette yesterday, Wilbur would’ve said no. 


But as he stared into Tommy’s one blue eye and one brown eye—Wilbur brown eye—he 
realized that if there was ever a time to smoke, it was at that exact moment. 


Sighing, Wilbur handed the cigarette to Tommy, and Tommy blinked in surprise, as if he 
hadn’t been expecting Wilbur to give it to him. If he wasn’t so tired, he’d almost look 
triumphant as he brought the cigarette to his lips to take a drag. 


Wilbur jumped back when Tommy immediately started coughing up a storm. 


“I thought you said you’d smoked before,” Wilbur said, struggling to suppress a smile as 
Tommy bent over at the waist, hacking like an old man with bronchitis. 


“Fu-Fuck you, bitch,” Tommy stammered between his coughing. “It was- it was a while 
ago!” 


And just like that, Wilbur knew they were going to be okay. 


Because that was such a quintessential Tommy thing to do. To curse him out while he hacked 
his lungs up from a single drag of a cigarette. Wilbur wasn’t sure what about it made him 
laugh so hard, but he could feel tears falling down his cheeks as he struggled to breathe 
between his gasps of laughter. 


Tommy dropped the cigarette and stomped it out in the dirt before he patted Wilbur’s back to 
help him breathe. By the time Wilbur regained his composure, Tommy was pouting at him 
for laughing, and despite the fact that Tommy was frowning at him with two different colored 
eyes, it still felt so familiar that Wilbur couldn’t find anything about it that bothered him. 


“C’mon Toms,” Wilbur said, already walking towards his car (which had blessedly not been 
erased with the rest of the town). “It’s time for us to go.” 


“Where are we gonna go?” Tommy asked, climbing into the passenger seat as Wilbur slid 
behind the wheel. 


“Well, first we should probably go visit my dad and my brother to tell them we don’t have a 
house anymore. But then... I was thinking we could head out west. Maybe check out LA,” 
Wilbur said, glancing at his guitar case in the backseat. 


A weak, but hopeful smile spread across Tommy’s face. “Not afraid of getting a warrant for 
kidnapping me anymore?” 


Wilbur snorted, turning the key in the ignition and feeling the car hum to life beneath him. 
“Nope, not anymore.” 


“Then that sounds pretty damn poggers to me,” Tommy agreed, already reaching out to mess 
with the radio. 


Glancing in the rearview mirror, Wilbur caught sight of his face, and saw one blue eye staring 
out from under his dark fringe, next to his familiar brown eye. It was a bright cornflower 
blue, a perfect match to Tommy’s. 


It was like they were a patchwork of each other. Mismatched eyes, mismatched scars, and the 
same, shimmering blood. Brothers, of some kind or another. 


Wilbur supposed he could get used to that. 


The radio sputtered to life under Tommy’s hand, and despite the bone-deep exhaustion still 
weighing down his bones, Wilbur couldn’t help but smile as an old favorite of his came on. 


”Didn t know what time it was, the lights were low, oh, oh. ” 
”I lean back on my radio, oh, oh.” 
They turned onto the main road, and in the distance, he saw the horizon shimmer- 
-between blue, green, purple- 
-silver and gold. 


Then it was gone, and the colors went back to normal. 


End Notes 


I had so much fun writing this. I love cosmic horror a LOT, and this was one of my first times 
experimenting with that kind of genre. I really love how this story came out, and I hope you 
guys enjoyed it too 
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they really make my day :) 
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